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Monday, February 27th 

 

Open your eyes. The sun is up. I can feel the light. I need to get up. I don’t want to get 

up. Waking up is horrible. But it will only last a few minutes and then I’ll feel great 

again. OK. I’ll just open my eyes. I need some water. Maybe there’s a glass next to 

the bed. Reach out, but be careful. I don’t want to knock it over if it’s there. That will 

just scare me and start my morning off badly. OK. So, I’ll do it gently. What’s this? 

Glasses... oh, I probably need them too. I wish glasses were just literally the plural of 

glass. Then I could drink some water. Saying that, there is no guarantee in their 

literality that they’ll be filled with water. OK. I’m up now. Thank God that my 

childish wit puts a smile on my face. Opening eyes. It’s not as bad as I feared. Stings 

a bit, but I have enough time to run to the shower, wash my face and drink some water. 

Oh, something smells really nice. I wonder what she’s making for me today. OK. 

Quickly. Get dressed. Suit. Again a suit. I hate wearing suits. It can get so boring. I 

wish I had five hundred suits. Like Elton John. What? No. I do not want to have five 

hundred suits like Elton John. What the hell am I talking about? You idiot! Where is 

your mind this morning? Get dressed now, and we’ll never mention it again. Let’s 

whistle a song. Five hundred suits like Elton John. I guess it’s kind of funny. No! It’s 

not. Suit! One! Whistle! Whistle while you work tu du du du du du du... OK... 

breakfast. Hurry up. They’re probably waiting for me. Don’t worry about the socks 

yet. Eat and then come up. Don’t forget you still need to brush your teeth. OK. So we 

start off with breakfast. Where are they? Ah, here they are.  

“Good morning.”  

One from me, and wait for their replies.  

“Good morning.”  

“Good morning.” 

Two from them. Sit down and eat. Still smells wonderful. Shall I tell her? Why not? 

“It smells wonderful.” 

“Well, you’re just hungry. Hunger is the best cook.”  

Why is she saying that? It really does smell wonderful. Though it is true that I am 

very hungry. Still. It smells wonderful. Shall I chase it? No, she’ll just believe me less. 

God, she can be so annoying sometimes. Why can’t she accept a compliment? Never 

mind. Forget about it. Sit down and eat the pancakes – which may or may not smell 
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wonderful. Hot. I’ll drink some of the tea instead. Good tea. Not too strong. Now 

pancakes. Wow. They taste so good. Yes, I know... hunger is the best cook. 

Whatever! I don’t care. I’ll say nothing. Oh, now she’s looking at me. What does she 

want? Is she waiting for approval? I don’t want to be shot down again. I’ll just nod.  

“Mmmm.”  

I feel like such an idiot. I think I offended her. Now Joshua is looking at me. Great. 

I’m being judged by a child. Stop looking at them and concentrate on your pancakes. 

Mmmm. Still delicious. OK. I should get ready to go.  

“Are you ready?”  

He’s not looking at me. Maybe he didn’t hear me.  

“Joshua!”  

“Yes. Give me five minutes.”  

Five minutes? That’s perfect. Just the time I need to get ready. Excellent. I know. I’ll 

give her a kiss. That’s bound to cheer her up. Is that a smile? Is she smiling? No. I feel 

like I’m fathering a baby again. Can’t tell if it’s a smile or if it’s gas. OK. So she’s 

angry with me. What is she angry with me about this time? I’ll smile and pretend 

everything is fine. If something is bothering her, she’ll come and tell me. I’m sick of 

having to fight my way into her complaints. God damn it. OK. Teeth need brushing 

and I need to finish getting ready. OK. Stop thinking and start working. Oh darn it! I 

haven’t put my socks on yet. Come on. Quickly. Which ones should I wear? Wear? 

Wearing socks? One wears socks? Brown! That’s weird. It doesn’t sound right to 

wear socks. 

“Joshua! Are you ready?”  

I hate waiting for others. I need to get to work, you know. Oh, here he is. He looks so 

sweet in his school clothes. Don’t tell him that. He’ll kill you. Keep it to yourself. 

Well, you can tell Helena, but don’t tell Joshua.  

“Come on, boy.”  

What is he, a dog? Get a hold of yourself, Arden. Don’t be an idiot! Though it would 

be nice to have a dog. Maybe I’ll bring it up with Helena. I know what I should do – 

talk to Joshua about it first and get him to beg her. Oh, that’s just horrible.  

“Goodbye, honey.”  

That was sweet of me. I do love her so much. I just hope she isn’t angry. 

“What’s planned for school today?”  
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“I don’t know. It’s school. The same as always, you know.” 

Yeah... I do know.  

“Don’t worry. When you come back home I have a surprise for you. Also, you still 

want to go to the zoo on Saturday?”  

Is a thirteen-year-old boy too old for the zoo? Maybe we should canc... 

“Yeah. I can’t wait. I really want to see the sharks. I love sharks.” 

 Oh... that’s nice. Good.  

“Excellent.” 

“Thanks for the ride, Dad. I’ll see you later.”  

I love seeing him like this. Why was I never this cheerful when I was his age? 

Thirteen was a horrible year. I just wanted to kill everyone. I think we’re good parents. 

We did a good job with him. Ha! Who said we were too young to have kids? What’s 

the time? Oh, I have enough time to get to work. Good. And then I could make a cup 

of tea. Hmmm... I’d love a cup of tea now. That would be so nice. OK. I’ll drive 

quickly, and get there quickly and drink quickly. Well, not drink quickly. Just drink. 

Regular speed. On second thought, if I drive too quickly I might have a car accident 

and die. Or be in pain or something. I don’t want that. OK. Stop thinking about crap 

and concentrate on the road. Drive safely. Ah, thank God. I love getting to this corner. 

Now I can see the office. Excellent. OK. Let’s go up and make some tea and pretend 

to work. Oh, stop it. You don’t pretend. You actually do work. Come on, compared to 

the rest of those lazy... och! I don’t want to use bad language. Why? Who cares? 

Nobody can hear you except yourself. Look! Penis! See? Nobody heard that. 

Disgusting. I shiver with disappointment. Anyway, back to work. I am most definitely 

the hardest worker there. But for now I’m going to have to stop thinking and just 

work. Right. Tea is ready. That’s nice. It’s too hot. Wait. Don’t drink. Don’t taste. 

No! Don’t sip. Look what you did. Now you’ve burnt your tongue. You are such an 

idiot! I hate you so much! OK. Work. Why is there so much paperwork in front of 

me? Paper. Paper... pay per... pay per person... paper person. Oooh. Maybe I can cut 

all of them into little men. Jules! Pretend to work. Pretend to work. Oh, why is Aaron 

coming over? What does he want?  

“Hey, Arden. You coming with us to lunch?”  

Why does he ask me? He knows I never go with them.  

“No. I’m really busy with work, but thank you.”  
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God, I hate talking to these people. This is uncomfortable. Anyway, they all hate me. I 

know they do. I bet he only came as a joke so they could have something to laugh at 

during their lunchtime. What do they talk about anyway? Who cares? Why is he still 

here? Go away! Go! Thank God. Where is my sandwich? Did I leave it at home? God, 

I’m such an idiot! I can’t believe I forg... oh, here it is. Sorry. Yes, I apologise for 

calling you an idiot. Forgive me? Thank you. OK. Eat now! Enjoy your meal. Why, 

thank you. Why, you’re welcome. Nice sandwich. Really tastes good. That’s nice. 

Jules! Pretend to work while you eat – that’ll surely look impressive. Why am I trying 

to impress anyone? I hate this place and I don’t have any intention to seek promotion 

here. I wonder what’s for dinner tonight. I can’t wait to start on this jigsaw. Ten 

thousand pieces. Now that will take us so long. So much family time. It’s great. OK. 

Just work a bit more and then we can go. We? Who is we? Am I schizophrenic now? 

No. Not yet. But why did I say we? Fine! So I said we! For heaven’s sake! Can’t I 

make a mistake once in a while? God, why am I being persecuted for saying ‘we’ 

instead of ‘I’. Perhaps I feel royal today. Yeah, a royal queen. Great, so now I’m 

questioning my sexuality because of a ‘we’. Who said anything about sexuality? 

Hmmm... am I repressing something? Shut up. Your sexuality is the last thing that 

should be on your mind. Disgusting! Just the thought of touching another man makes 

me feel a bit sick. Is that normal? Perhaps it’s not. Perhaps that’s the issue. Perhaps 

I’m repressing my homosexuality. Nah... that can’t be right. I’m sure of it. Well, 

methinks the lady doth protest too much. So now I’m calling myself a lady. Excellent. 

Shouldn’t I concentrate on this file? Not long to go before I can leave. When the 

going gets tough, and all that. What? That has nothing to do with anything. Where did 

that even come from? Come on. I think I just need to finish this document and I can 

call it a day. Just look at all these numbers. So pretty. I do like numbers. They are so 

full of... um... I don’t know. What are numbers full of? I don’t think they’re full of 

anything. I think the only thing that is full here is me! And it’s of something very 

nasty. Poop! I’m full of poop. Oooh, I do need to go to the toilet. Nah, that can wait 

till I’m home. Right. It’s time to go home. Thank God. Home... home... home... 

home... 

“Bye. See you tomorrow.” 

Not even a response. They are very mean people. Right. I’m hungry. Am I hungry? I 

don’t know. I think I’m hungry. OK. Into reverse. All’s good. I do like driving on nice 
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days like this. Not too busy, not too many people. I wonder who decided on the 

colours for the traffic lights. I mean, it makes so much sense to have red as stop and 

green as go and yellow... well, that doesn’t make much sense. But does it make sense 

because I’m used to them? Oh dear. Right, let’s do this thing! 

Where are my keys? It doesn’t matter. Just knock on the door. No! I won’t knock on 

the door. I have keys. But why get stressed outside? Helena can open it. She’s there. I 

can hear her. Fine. I’ll knock. 

“Hey, honey.”  

God, she’s so beautiful. I wish I could divorce her so I could marry her again. Then 

again, if I divorce her, I think she’ll never stay.  

“I’ve made some chicken with rice.” 

Nice. Very nice.  

“Very nice.”  

She’s looking at me again. What, again she doesn’t believe me? Why does nobody 

ever believe my compliments?  

“Where’s Joshua?”  

“He’s upstairs getting ready for dinner.” 

“If I tell you it smells wonderful, will you look at me and tell me I’m lying?” 

“What?” 

I’m sure she heard me.  

“Never mind.”  

I bet she would. Oh, Joshua already had a shower. What a good boy. Michael’s son 

never washes unless they force him to. And Michael was twenty-nine when he had his 

son. Nobody told him he was too old. Idiots. Everybody’s an idiot, except me. Me and 

Helena. Helena of Troy. Together against the rest of the world. With Joshua as our... 

um... what is it called? Not crown jester. What the hell is wrong with me? Never mind. 

Who cares? Who cares, indeed? Nobody cares! God. This food is great. Oh, God. 

Joshua’s been talking. What was he saying?  

“I’m sorry, Jo, I was a bit preoccupied. Do you mind repeating yourself?” 

“Just asking about the surprise.”  

Oh... 

“Oh... well, it’s in the living room. Isn’t it?” 
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“I moved it.”  

What? Why? 

“Well, then, ask your mother where it is.”  

She’s smiling at me. I love it when she smiles at me. At least I make her laugh. I 

should use this funny voice more often. She likes it. When she’s happy, I’m happy. 

We’re all happy. Where did she hide it? Oh, I can see it. It’s on top of the television. 

At least the TV has some good use. I’m so glad we don’t watch it. Very proud of 

myself. Well done, Arden. Thank you, Arden. 

“Found it! This is so cool. Thanks, Dad!” 

I made my boy happy. Wow. This feels so amazing.  

“Do you want to start on it now?” 

“Can we?” 

“Well, we still have an hour before you need to go to sleep, so why not? Let’s just 

help your mother tidy up here and then we can start on it.” 

“Don’t worry. I’ll clean up. You start, so when I join you, you’ll already have the four 

corners. This one’s going to take us a very long time.” 

This is going to make such a mess in the living room. Never mind. I’m sure it will be 

worth it. I love finishing jigsaws. I wonder if he likes the picture.  

“Do you like the picture?”  

“Yeah, it’s nice!”  

Great. He hates it. I knew I should have got the one with all the fish; I just got a bit 

freaked out by it. I know you did. Don’t blame yourself. Don’t feel guilty. If he hates 

it, that’s his problem. He’s old enough to get a job and buy his own jigsaw. What? 

Nothing! OK. This conversation is over. Let’s do some jigsawing. Jigsaw away! 

That’s cute.  

“Jigsaw away!”  

He’s not laughing. Why not? I guess he’s too busy with construction and thinking and 

all those other boring things.  

“Come on, Helena!”  

I wish I could shorten her name. I know. I know. Stop saying the same things over 

again. You bore me! OK... jigsaw. I’m not in the mood anymore. I don’t want to do it. 

Oh look, a corner. Yay!  
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“I found a corner!”  

Why are you screaming like a little girl? Why not? I’m excited and Helena is smiling 

– that’s good enough for me.  

“Dad, separate it by colour! Not by corners!” 

 He’s just jealous that I found it. Hey, he’s your son. Don’t talk about him that way.  

“I know!” 

This is tiring. So much work. OK... it’s time for his bedtime. We didn’t do much 

today, did we?! 

“Josh, off to bed!”  

“Sure, Dad!”  

Oh, my God. What a good boy. Helena is looking back at me. She acknowledged me. 

I love it when that happens. Unless of course she meant something else by her look. 

Perhaps she wanted to say something else. Maybe she hates... 

“Goodnight!”  

“Night, honey!” 

“Night, Josh!” 

He’s gone. Time for some wine. Some wine would be really nice now.  

“Wine?”  

She can read my thoughts.  

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” 

“None for you?”  

Oh, she’s making a joke. Not really funny, but I’m desperate for wine. Laugh! 

“Chardonnay, tonight!”  

“Excellent choice.” 

I know. I always make good choices with wine. Oh, nice and cold. Lovely.  

“Cheers.”  

She’s smiling. That’s nice. Oh, she’s stopped smiling. She looks really serious.  

“I want to talk to you about something.”  

Oh God. This is bad. This is really bad.  

“What did I do?”  

“What? Nothing. It’s not... just listen.” 

“OK. Sorry.” 
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“I made a decision today.”  

She’s leaving me. That’s it. Fourteen years of marriage down the drain. How can she 

leave...?  

“I want to go back to university. I want to do a Master’s.”  

Oh. Wow. That’s... 

“That’s wonderful!” 

“Really? You really think that? I was so scared.”  

“Of course. I think it’s a great idea. You’ve been thinking about it for ages. So do it.”  

Why would she think I’m not for it? 

“Let’s drink!” 

“Here’s to education!”  

She’s smiling. Of course I’m happy she’s going. Aren’t I? Why shouldn’t I be? No, 

I’m happy. It’s great. Well, there will be problems, but she deserves it. I feel so guilty 

that she’s doing nothing all day. But it’s her own fault. Not mine. Why should I feel 

guilty? I shouldn’t. So stop. OK. I’m stopping. Kiss her. Nice... don’t overdo it. It’s 

enough. Drink some more. It’s nice chardonnay. Is it time for bed yet? This wine is 

going straight to my head. Maybe I need a shower first. Smell yourself, but don’t 

make it too obvious. Yep, I need a shower.  

“I need to take a shower. I’ll see you in bed?”  

She’s smiling again. God, she has such a beautiful smile. I am so lucky to be with her. 

Wow, how many guys can say that after so many years of marriage? I am lucky. I’m a 

lucky Arden. That sounds like the name of an insect. Ow, the water is cold. Why is it 

cold? Oh, it’s warming up now. Good... where was I? Oh, insect. What was the name 

of the insect? The happy Arden? No... it was something else. What am I? I’m happy. 

No, not happy... something else. I’m Arden. Yes, I know that. Stop being an idiot. 

Hey, I make myself laugh and that’s all that matters. Well, I think other things can 

matter, too, apart from that. Are you just talking for the sake of talking now? What 

other ways do I have to pass the time while I shower? Sing. No chance in hell. She 

will hear me. And I don’t care how long we’ve been married, some things a husband 

should not reveal to his wife. This being one of them. OK. Enough water. Sleep now. 

Oh, I need to dry off. Can I just stand and jump around? That’s funny. I can try I 

guess, but then my pipi might start flapping all over the place. That could be hilarious, 

but what if she comes in? Never mind. Just get a towel. Get dressed. Teeth need to be 
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brushed. I’m too lazy. Nobody will know if I skip it tonight. Oh, she’s already in bed. 

She looks so beautiful. Shall I tell her? I want to tell her.  

“You look so beautiful!”  

She’s smiling. No, she’s sceptical. Who knows what the hell she’s thinking. OK... 

what do I think of now?  

“Goodnight.” 

“Goodnight.” 

Last thoughts... go to sleep... yes. I’m tired. Thank God for the alcohol. I’m tired 

enough to fall asleep easily. I can just let my thoughts wander... wander... wherever 

they want... wander... thoughts... 

Ach! Not enough. Just imagine you’re walking in a field. It’s green, the sun is out. 

You start flying. All the way up. You go up. The blue sky is starting to turn darker. 

You can see the whole world underneath you, and then you leave the atmosphere. It’s 

pitch black. You’re in the middle of space, and you’re just floating. Fly quicker, and 

see all the stars. Start flying really fast, like in Star Trek, and see all those stars 

moving around you like dots. You’re just flying so quickly. A lot of motion. Just 

continue with the motion. 

 

 

Too much noise here. Stupid birds. Where is...? Where am... oh. Of course. Nobody 

here. Wow. That was... that certainly was. Very strange. OK. I’d better get up. But I 

want to stay in bed. Who cares if I stay in bed a bit longer? It’s nice here. Warm. Yes. 

Five more minutes of sleep. But I’m hungry. OK. Let’s just go and make breakfast. If 

I still feel tired after breakfast, I can go back to bed. I want to tell somebody about this 

dream. Maybe I should just write it down. Nah, I’ll remember it later. What’s for 

breakfast? Pancakes? Hmmm... no. I’ll eat some cornflakes. I don’t have the energy to 

work for my food this morning. So cornflakes it is. Maybe toast? No. Cornflakes is 

quicker. Oh, and coffee. Don’t forget the coffee. Yes. That would be nice. Mmmm... 

coffee. Should I take a shower first? Quickly. Coffee first. And a cigarette. That 

would be nice. It’s so peaceful here now. Where did I put the cigarettes? Come on... 

cigarettes! Come to Daddy! Come here! Where are you? 

“COME!”  
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OK... screaming at them won’t work. At least nobody is here to hear me. Hear... here... 

I need to work on my pronunciation. Ah, here they are. Perfect timing. The coffee is 

ready too. I love it when things work in such harmony. Damn, I need to work. I really 

don’t have the energy. I hate cigarettes in the morning. Maybe I should quit. Yeah. 

I’m going to quit. I’ll just finish this one. I’m never going to quit. Yes, I am. Stop 

talking negatively. Think positive. Be happy. Always happy. Yay! Party!  

OK... work now. Where’s Betsy? Come here, Betsy. My lovely little sweetheart. You 

love me, don’t you? Yes, you do.  

“Yes, you do love me. And you stick with me. For so many years. OK. Let’s do 

something beautiful together. Make me happy, baby.”  

Why is nothing happening? Come on. Write. Sing. Play. Do something. I wonder 

what’s on television. No. No TV yet. Just play. Play. Come on. I have to do some 

work. I haven’t even started – Jeremy will kill me. No, he won’t. Fuck him! Who does 

he think he is? OK, write. Concentrate. Make a chord. Any chord. Something. Can 

you make a chord? Shouldn’t it be ‘play a chord’? Well, I guess I can make one up. 

OK. Let’s put my fingers in random places and see what happens. That sounds 

horrible. What was that? OK. I think I need a break. No, what I really need is 

inspiration. I need to get inspired. Inspire me, oh gods of inspiration.  

“Inspire me! Oh, Betsy, you’re doing nothing for me.”  

Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuckity doodily fuck! I hate writing. No I don’t. Come on. I want 

to write something about... what should I write about? Let’s write about my mother. 

No, no, no, that’s never a good idea. What’s happened to me today? Nothing. I have 

nothing to write about. I have nothing to say. So say nothing. Let’s make a song with 

no words. Just noises. Right... excellent. Just what my fans want. Fuck the fans! Who 

cares about the fans? Fine, it’s got nothing to do with the fans. It’s me. It’s pretentious 

and I’m tired. I need to write something new. I need to write something good. Let’s 

start with a word. What word do I like? ‘Time’. Yeah, that’s a nice word. OK. A joint. 

That will inspire me. What a great idea. No, it’s not. It’s a stupid idea, you addicted 

motherfucker! Don’t smoke. Why are you rolling? I told you not to smoke. Fine, 

smoke! See if I care. I don’t care anymore. Just smoke. God, it looks horrible and 

disgusting. I don’t really want to smoke it anymore. I want to go for a walk. Where 

are my shoes? Hmmm... maybe I should go without my shoes. Yeah, that’s much 

nicer. OK. I’ll go without them. The air is so nice, no shoes is nice... everything is 
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nice, so why am I feeling like my heart is under a boulder? What’s wrong with me 

today? This is too confusing. Why am I sad? Why am I sad? Is it my parents? No... 

Gina? No... I mean, yes, I’m sad about Gina, but it’s not that. So what is it? Come on. 

Something must be upsetting me.  

“OW!”  

What was that? Oh, just a stone. Maybe I should have worn shoes. I don’t want to hurt 

my feet. But it’s nice without shoes. Yes, nice, but not if I end up getting tetanus, or 

something like that. Can you get tetanus? Is that even something that you get? I don’t 

know. Anyway, I’m immune. Aren’t I? I think I am. I should be. Can you even die of 

tetanus? So why am I sad? Why am I coming back to this? If I’m not thinking about 

my sadness, that’s a good sign, you fucking idiot. Stop talking like that. Be nice to 

yourself. OK. I’m sorry. Forgiven. So, no sad. I’ll think about the dream instead. Ah! 

That’s why I’m sad. Wow... I could really feel my heart sinking. It’s the wife and kid 

thing. God, why am I letting this dream upset me? So I had a wife and a kid in my 

dream. Who cares? I care. Come on, you don’t want a wife and a kid. Do I? Maybe I 

do. I guess I could always propose to Gina, if she’ll even take my calls. Maybe I 

should call her. No. I don’t want to call her. It will just upset me. Hey, it’s late. Maybe 

I should go back home. Home... home... home is where the heart is. This is such a 

crap song. Why am I singing it? Who cares? Nobody can see you; you don’t have to 

pretend to be cool. I never pretend. Of course I do. Yeah, I guess I do. Now a bit of 

peace and quiet. Too much noise in my brain. Shhh... ommm... no. This is what I do 

to fall asleep. I don’t want to over-use it.  

So what should I do now? Television? Yeah. That would be great. At least I won’t 

have to think about anything important or be stuck with my mind. OK. What’s on 

telly? It’s boring. I’m not even stopping to watch. My finger is in a world of its own. 

How wonderful for my finger. Fingerland. That sounds a bit sexual. No it doesn’t. 

Maybe I can call my next album Fingerland. That’s quite catchy. Hey, it’s me. Oh, I 

look horrible. This is depressing me. OK. Off. Right. It’s Gina-time. No... I can’t deal 

with her screaming at me. OK. I’ll call her. I don’t care.  

Did she hang up on me? Or was there a problem with the line? Is she screening my 

calls? Why? Oh, come on. I don’t deserve to be screened. Surely, not. Do I? No. I 

don’t. Fuck her. I don’t care anymore. Let’s make some dinner. What should I make? 
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OK. Omelette. That’s easy enough. I don’t have to work too hard. I always do, though. 

I hate cooking. At least I can’t go too wrong with an omelette, can I?!  

I guess I was wrong. Well, a bit of shell in the egg can be fun too. I’m sure it has 

some proteins in it. Wait, the egg has proteins... what are the other ones? 

Carbohydrates... and... I don’t know. Maybe the shell contains some carbohydrates. 

You know what? I will smoke that joint. I kind of want it now. And it will help me 

sleep. Yes, yes... make excuses. Anything to make yourself feel better about yourself, 

eh? Stop judging me! I’ll do what I want to do. I’m a big boy. I’ll fire you! That’s 

funny. I wonder if one can fire oneself... it would be nice to maybe send oneself on 

unpaid leave for a few weeks. A break! That’s it. Just a break. Oh, I miss Gina. Shall I 

call her again? No. Best not. It’s pathetic. But I’m pathetic. I’ve always been pathetic. 

Hey, lyrics for a song. I’ve always been pathetic. What? That’s horrible. I’m hungry. I 

want to eat something. Crisps. No. Bread. No. I want something sweet. Yes. This is 

good. Some white chocolate on bread with crisps. Yummy. That sounds so good. Oh, 

wow. It tastes even better than I thought it would. The crisps really complement the 

chocolate and the bread just settles it all down. It needs some sauce though. I know! 

Ketchup! Yes. Where is it? Oh yeah. This is so nice. Right. Wow. This is the best 

meal I’ve ever had. Much better than all those crap pretentious five-star restaurants. 

Oh yeah. Now I feel much better. OK, so what do I do now? Go to sleep. Yes... sleep... 

at least the day will be over. And then what? Oh, yeah... tomorrow. What can I think 

of to go to sleep? Ach, too any images in my mind. Stop concentrating on them. I hate 

weed. Why did I smoke it? Maybe... stop... quiet... ommm... that’s better. I’m calm. 

I’m a creature of the night. I will sleep. Sleep... sleep... this is bullshit! No, it’s not. 

It’s helping me sleep. Now, no more talking to myself and no more thinking. Just 

sleeping... just sleeping... so what do I do to fall asleep? I must have a technique or 

something like that. Oh yes. Alice in Wonderland. I fall down a long well. Is it a well? 

No. It’s a rabbit hole, isn’t it? Of course it is. Down the rabbit hole. Not down the well. 

Right. Let’s just fall. There we go... the ground keeps getting further and further away, 

and strange things are appearing. What is that? A clock. A bird. A porch. A fireplace... 

what will I do tomorrow? I should write. I have to work. I have to. Jeremy... oh, 

Gina... I love you. I think your kisses are so... 
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Tuesday, February 28th 

 

What’s that?! Oh, why is Helena kissing me? Not now. Get away from me. I’m asleep. 

Can’t you see I’m not moving or reacting to your kisses? It’s time for you to go. I 

need to be alone. I want to wake up in peace. Alone. Leave me. Go! You know, if you 

touch me without my consent it’s rape. Stop raping me. What time is it? It’s late. It’s 

not rape. She’s your wife. A husband can rape his wife, why can’t a wife rape her 

husband? Shit. I need to get up. Wow. That was very vivid. How strange. I never 

dream, do I? I don’t remember ever dreaming, well at least not like this. This was 

very strange. I’m so tired. A cup of tea would be most helpful. I’m sure. I don’t feel 

right. What’s not feeling normal? It’s not my body... what is it? Damn it, it’s my soul 

again. What’s wrong with it this time? Is this fear? Oh, I think it’s fear. What the hell 

am I afraid of? I mean, there’s nothing going on. Work? No... I’m not scared of work. 

Maybe it was that dream, but there was nothing scary about it. I guess it just upset me 

a bit. Upset me enough – I can’t move. I really feel sad and lonely. How can I be sad 

and lonely? I have a wonderful wife and son. Yes. I should go and talk to Helena. 

Shall I surprise her in the shower? No. I’ll knock. I’m not in the mood to be screamed 

at.  

“Hey!” 

“Good morning! You want to join me?” 

“No, thanks. Just came in to see how you are and how you slept.” 

“Um, are you alright?” 

No. I’m scared. I just want to be with you without you asking any questions. I don’t 

want to feel alone! Is that too much to ask, you fucking bitch? What the hell was that? 

Don’t swear, Arden! 

“Yeah, I’m fine. Just a bit tired, you know...” 

“Come on in. A shower might do you some good.” 

“It’s OK. I’ll go check on Joshua.” 

“Sure. I’ll be out in a minute.” 

That went well. I guess I should stop trying to fill the void in my life with her. Yes, 

I’ll do it with Joshua instead. What a brilliant plan... idiot! God, you can be the most 

insensitive disgusting man I have ever met. Yeah, well, maybe I haven’t met enough 

people in my life. 
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“Josh? Are you in there?” 

Where is he? Shall I walk in? I hate walking in on other people without their consent. 

Again I’m back to that rape issue. Maybe he’s not there.  

“Dad... I don’t feel too good.” 

“What’s wrong?” 

“My stomach hurts, and my throat hurts.” 

Is he telling the truth? Oh, what do I know about children’s illnesses? What if he is in 

a lot of pain? What if this is going to be the killer?  

“OK. I’ll make you some tea, and Mummy will come check on you soon.” 

Mummy?! Why am I talking to him like a two-year-old? Tea... tea... tea... titi... stop 

being disgusting. Your son needs you. You’re his father. It’s your job to protect him 

and heal him and all that crap. Which tea should I make? A black tea? But he 

shouldn’t really be drinking caffeine. Will he drink the herbal stuff? Echinacea! 

That’s it! That is good for illnesses. Echinacea.  

“Where’s Joshua?” 

Aaaaaah!  

“God, you scared me. Don’t sneak on me like that!”  

Oh, my God. Just don’t talk to me for a few seconds. Pretend you have to catch your 

breath. Come on... relax. She didn’t do it on purpose. Just move on and forgive her. 

OK... I’m better now. 

“Joshua isn’t feeling well. I’m making him some echinacea tea.”  

Aren’t you proud of me? 

“What’s wrong with him?” 

“I don’t know. Go check on him. Hey, do you want me to take him to the doctor?”  

A day off work. It’s so cool having children. 

“No, don’t worry. I’ll take care of it. Hey, there’s some salad in the fridge. You can 

have that for breakfast with some cheese or something.” 

Wow. That’s what I call a treat. Left-over salad. And some cheese. Fair enough. 

Joshua is not feeling well. I can forgive her this once. Wow, I’m so generous.  

“Guys, I’m off. Feel better, Josh, I’ll see you all later today.” 

Oh, how lovely. I don’t have to go by the school this morning. Maybe I should, just 

for routine’s sake? Are you nuts? When did you become routined? Oh, God. I need a 

cup of tea. And I’m hungry. I don’t think the salad and cheese were enough. No. I will 
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wait for lunch. Damn, I forgot to bring lunch with me. Hey, what’s the time? Oh my. 

It’s really early and I’m already here. I have, like, twenty minutes more. I knew I 

should have gone by the school... OK... what can I do? Ahh, of course. Get some tea 

and lunch. I love it when things just work in such harmony. Very nice indeed. 

Oh, that person is smoking. Maybe I should have one too. Maybe not. Tea with a 

cigarette. That’s supposed to be nice, no? Listen to yourself. You’re bored and you’re 

babbling. Save it for the office when you have to pass the time quickly. Babble to 

your heart’s content then. OK? Good.  

One Mississippi... two Mississippi. Finish already! Oh, damn. I have to write this 

report. Oh, I don’t want to do it. I hate writing reports. Nobody ever reads them 

anyway. Why am I bothering? Stupid idiots only making me do it so they can pretend 

to have some power.  

Are they talking about me? God, it’s so obvious. Why don’t people understand that 

you can tell when they’re gossiping about you? And they’re sniggering too. The 

bastards! I wish I could punch them. Hey, maybe I should. Just go up to them very 

calmly as if I’m going to the toilet, and punch them and rip their faces from the inside. 

And then spit in their empty eye sockets and piss all over their bodies.  

Wow... um... OK. I think I should go out for some fresh air. 

I’ll take my lunch and go eat outside. Yeah, that’s a good idea. It’s a nice day. It’s a 

nice lunch. And these idiots are still laughing at me. It’s time to go out. Don’t look at 

them on the way out. I told you not to look at them. No, they deserved that dirty look. 

I hope it was a dirty look. Was it a dirty look? I’ll check in the mirror in the lift. Come 

on. It doesn’t look very dirty – but it feels dirty, so that’s all that matters. No?! Yeah, 

why not? 

OK... shut up for the rest of the day. I don’t want to listen to you. At least for the 

twenty-six minutes I have left of my lunch break. A bit of peace and quiet. Park. Birds. 

Lovely. God, nature is boring. Hey God, why is nature boring? Why are you boring? 

Why did you create this? I’m bored! Who am I talking to? Didn’t I tell you to shut 

up? And stop offending God. You don’t know what he’s like. Oh, I’m going back to 

the office. It’s nice there.  

Work... work... yeah right. Well, at least pretend. Yes, I like pretending. Pretending is 

easy. I have no problems pretending things, do I? I pretend things all the time.  

Who the hell is calling me? It must be Helena. I bet it’s Helena. 
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“Hello?” 

“Hi, honey.”  

I knew it. I so knew it. Should I tell her? Maybe she’ll get... 

“Can you do me a favour and get some milk on the way home?”  

Oh. That’s it? I thought she missed me or something. Of course not – you stupid idiot. 

She only... 

“Yep. No problem. See you later.”  

... calls you when she needs you to... 

“Bye, hon.”  

... do something for her. 

Well, at least I can go in ten minutes. Look at all these people. They’re even worse 

than God’s nature. Stop it! Your mind is worse than all of them put together. Yes, I 

know. OK... go home. 

What should we play today? Perhaps we should continue the jigsaw? No, not today. 

What games can we play? Maybe just a card game. It’s important Josh learns those 

card games. I wish we had another child and we could play bridge. Oh, we should 

play chess today. Yes. But then Helena will have to only watch. OK. So rummy. 

That’s a nice game for him. Oh, no. The milk. Thank God I remembered early enough 

and not after I parked. 

OK... get the milk. Ach. Stupid chore. Maybe I can get myself some chocolate. Is it 

wrong of me to not get Helena and Joshua something? Can I just treat myself without 

them once in a while? Or do I have to share everything with them? What is my 

responsibility? I just have no idea anymore. No idea whatsoever. 

“Thank you.”  

Did I pay her too much? I don’t remember how much it was. I have to start paying 

attention to paying. I don’t even remember her talking to me. 

Well, I’m going to get home and take a nice long shower. That would be very nice. 

Does my throat hurt? Do I have a fever? Hmmm... I feel strange. What is it? What’s 

wrong? My body is not in its normal state. I know it. What is it? The shower will do 

me good. And maybe some dinner. I wonder what Helena made. 

Why is Joshua lying on the sofa? What’s wrong? Oh yes, he’s sick. I forgot about that. 

Yep, I’m the worst father in the world! 

“Hey, Joshy, how do you feel?” 
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“I don’t feel too good.” 

“Oh, no. What hurts?” 

“My throat hurts and I feel cold.” 

I think we’ve got the same thing. 

“Hey, honey.” 

God, she’s so beautiful. 

“Hi. Hey, I don’t feel too good either.” 

“Really? Well, sit down and I’ll get everybody a nice hot bowl of soup. How does that 

sound?” 

“Sounds wonderful.” 

“Thanks, Mum.” 

“So, what did you do today?” 

“I was reading a book.” 

“No television?” 

“No television.” 

“Good boy.” 

“There you all go. Nice warm soup.” 

“This smells wonderful.”  

Again, she’s ignoring me. I hate it when she does that. Can’t she just fucking accept a 

compliment? Maybe I shouldn’t bother. OK, calm down. You don’t have much 

energy – don’t waste it all on this. Eat your soup and go take your shower. 

“That was lovely. I’m going to take a shower.”  

Don’t even look at her to see if she reacted. That’s the easiest way out. Just be direct 

and go straight to the shower. A man on a mission. Come on. Just go there. Excellent. 

A nice hot shower will make me feel so much better. I just know it. Am I shaking? No, 

just tired. Why am I tired? It’s early. I didn’t do that much today, did I? Well, I didn’t 

really sleep well. I don’t feel like I slept at all. It just felt like I was up the whole time. 

Very strange. Do I need soap? I don’t feel dirty. Maybe just my armpits. What about 

my feet? They’re so far away. Far away? What an idiot. How can they be far away 

from me? They are me. That’s like saying my head is far away from me or my arms 

or my... I’m bored. Why am I bored all the time? Let’s go downstairs. See what 

they’re doing. Maybe we can play a game and cheer all of us up. At least when I’m 

playing, I’m not bored. That’s a lie. Sometimes games are boring too.  
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Oh, they’re asleep. How sweet. They both fell asleep together on the sofa. That’s 

lovely. I wish I was with them. Why didn’t they want to fall asleep with me? They 

hate he, don’t they!  

God, Josh is growing up so fast. Why do they grow? Can’t they just stay young and 

innocent? Can’t I just stay young and innocent? I think I lost both of these qualities a 

very long time ago. What would I rather be? Young or innocent? Well, both... but if I 

had to choose one... I guess innocent. Or young? I don’t know. That’s a hard question. 

Depends how young and how innocent, I guess. I’m exhausted. She is so beautiful. I 

love looking at her when she sleeps. I wish she knew how much I loved her. I don’t 

think I can express it in words. I wish I could find other ways to express myself. 

Clearly compliments are not enough. Shhh... enjoy this moment of love and joy. And 

happiness. You don’t celebrate happiness enough. Now’s a good chance. Get a glass 

of wine, sit down and look at her. What a beautifully poetic concept. I like it. I will do 

it. That’s great. 

This is a nice house. But I think we need to change something. I’ll leave it to Helena. 

She’s always talking about making new changes. Now that Joshua’s older we can 

probably get some nice fragile things. I like fragile things. They give a sense of 

danger to the house. Like it’s not safe anywhere. Beautiful. 

Maybe I shouldn’t drink so much. It’s so early, and I’m getting so tired. And the wine 

is only making it worse. Well, what am I waiting for? I’m sure I can have a little nap. 

No. I should go upstairs. It’s ok. I’ll just rest my eyes for a... 

  

 

 

Oh! It’s hot. The sun... it’s so pleasant. What a nice feeling. Good. I’m not as sad as 

yesterday. That’s nice. I am feeling better, right? Am I? Yes, I am. That’s very good. 

Another wasted day of doing nothing. How pointless or wonderful? I’m not sure. It’s 

hard to know how to take this life. Hey, why were that child and wife still in my 

dreams again? I never have recurring dreams. Well, it wasn’t exactly the same. That 

was really strange. It’s not worth thinking about. It’s not like I’m going to analyse it 

or anything. Let’s get something to eat. 

Why is this kitchen always dirty? Do I really care? Probably not. OK. What should I 

have? I’m too tired to make anything. I’ll just make some toast. I hope there is some 
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bread. Yes, there is. Good. OK. And the coffee is on. Great. Any butter? Or maybe 

some cheese? No, butter. OK. Where is it? Oh, no. I’m out of butter. I hate this. Why 

is there no fucking butter?! How am I fucking going to eat this fucking toast with no... 

oh, here it is. Why am I so angry first thing in the morning? Relax. You’re happy 

today, no? That’s what you said. You said you’re happy today so be happy. I’m happy. 

Yes, I’m happy. Say it out loud. Aloud! I want your ears to hear it. 

“I’m happy today!”  

Excellent. Well done. You see? You are happy. You’re even laughing now. I’m glad 

you made yourself laugh. That’s a great start to the day. Toast, with butter, coffee and 

some laughter.  

Is there any jam? Jam would be nice. Something sweet for the morning. Oh, I don’t 

know where it is. Never mind. It’s ok. I don’t really need the jam. The coffee is sweet 

enough, isn’t it?  

It’s too quiet in here. This stillness is killing me. And this stupid crunching noise is 

annoying. Can’t you eat without making a fuckin’ noise? Why is toast so loud? I came 

to eat not to hear experimental music. I hate experimental music. Maybe I should try 

making some. It’s just shit though. Pick an instrument and strum on it for a few hours 

whichever way you like. Hey, maybe I should try it. I can make millions. I don’t need 

millions. I have millions. Yeah, but reinvent myself. Then all the fans will say I 

surprise them. Let’s look for a new sound. I’m too bored to look for a new sound. 

Anyway, I like my music. When I make it – it’s not bad. Which reminds me, I need to 

make some more. Argh! Enough with this crunching sound. I’ll turn the TV on. At 

least this way it will be a bit quieter. What should I put on? No... no... no... no... no... 

no... I don’t like music channels. But at least music will drown away the crunching. 

Fine. I’ll listen to some music. That will do, I guess. 

“Hey, Betsey. How are you this morning, my little beauty? Feeling creative?”  

The notebook is depressing me. Maybe I should burn it. No... I know. Dreams... that’s 

it. That’s what I should write about. Dreams. 

Dreams... dreams... dreams... nothing’s coming to me. Come on. One word is hardly a 

song. Write something down. Anything. Damn it! Fucking stupid fucking notebook! I 

hate you so much.  

“AAAAAH!” 

Thank God.  
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“Hello?” 

“Hey, Ar-man. How you doing?” 

“I’m OK. Just... you know... writing. Kind of. What’s up with you?” 

“I’m good. Do you want me to come over today?” 

“Today? Well, I was planning on writing, but sure... why not? Come on over.” 

Excellent. I don’t want to be alone. This would be so nice. 

“Maybe I have some surprises for you.”  

Ah... surprises. Oh... I don’t know if I’m in the mood for surprises. Why the hell not? 

Should be a fun evening, I guess. Surprises could be nice. I wonder if he means drugs 

or alcohol... oh well, we’ll find out.  

“OK. I’ll see you later. I’m gonna go out for a run now.” 

“Adios, amigo.” 

Should I change? No, I guess I could run like this. Where’s the other shoe? Why 

aren’t the shoes together? How idiotic is this? I can’t understand how one shoe is in a 

different place from the other. This place is a tip. I need to get someone to clean it. 

Maybe I’ll call Jeremy. Maybe later. Oh, but Anthony is coming. Who cares? I’m sure 

Anthony wouldn’t mind a bit of mess. He’s far worse than me anyway. 

OK. How far should I run? Just run! Think later! No, then I get lost and I panic and 

get tired and have no energy to come back. OK. Thirty minutes. So I have twenty-five 

minutes more. This is nice. Very relaxing. I like the first ten minutes. It’s almost fun. I 

feel like some sort of great pioneer or something. I’m running in the wilderness. Who 

knows what I’ll find? Hey, a bear might catch me. I must hurry and protect myself. 

My wife and the kids are at home. Maybe I’ll kill the bear with my bare hands. Who 

am I?! Davey Crocket? Did he kill a bear with his bare hands? Or was that 

Washington? No, didn’t he release the slaves? Slaves? Lincoln. Of course. Lincoln 

liked sleeping with black women and he released the slaves. I’m sure of that. I think. 

Never mind. Stop thinking idiotic thoughts and concentrate on nature. Nature? What’s 

there to concentrate about? It’s just nature. It’s just... I don’t know. Nature. You look 

at it but what else does it do? Hey, it’s boring. Isn’t it? Just like in that dream. I guess 

my mind isn’t as original as I thought it was. 

Hey, a squirrel. What a beautiful animal. It’s so sweet and lovely. Oh... how beautiful. 

What’s he doing? Is he eating something? I don’t know... oh... shall I go a bit closer? I 

want to see him. Wow. What a remarkable animal. How can I say that nature is boring 
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when such lovely things exist? Oh, no. Now he’s run away. Maybe my smile scared 

him. Are you allowed to smile at animals? Is it maybe impolite in animal circles? 

Impolite? I hardly think they have etiquettes. Perhaps it’s just threatening or 

something like that. Yeah, maybe. Oh well. It was nice while it lasted. 

I’ll take a shower when I get home. Well, I guess I have to now. I stink. Do I? I didn’t 

sweat that much. Well, maybe I didn’t run quick enough.  

Come on! Sprint the last two hundred metres. You’re almost home. Let’s see how 

quick you can run. Do your best. Let’s see. Maybe next year the Olympics. Right. I’ll 

be the next Carl Lewis. I thought it should be the other way around – first 

sportsperson and then rock star. Not vice versa. 

Nice cold shower to warm myself up. Warm? Surely, I meant cool... I don’t know 

what I meant. Cold shower to... cool, yes. Of course. Did I say warm? I don’t think so. 

I’m not that stupid. Well, why did I think it if I didn’t say it? What? Now I’m 

confused. Just take a shower for heaven’s sake. Hey, don’t smile! You have no reason 

to smile or laugh at me. Fuck you! I love you. Yeah, I love you too. You’re very 

sweet and funny. Just like the squirrel. I am the squirrel. I am a squirrel. Can I write a 

song called I am a squirrel? Or I am the squirrel? I don’t know. Doesn’t sound as 

good as I thought it might sound. 

Hey, I still have the spliff on the table. Maybe I could smoke it now. Shouldn’t I do 

some work before Anthony comes? What?! I worked. I wrote ‘Dreams’ in my 

notebook. Surely, that’s a start. Yeah, I’ll call Jeremy and tell him – I’m sure he’ll 

give me a medal for it. I hate writing. Why do I write? Why do I do it to myself? I 

hate it. Hate it. Hate it. Smoke a spliff and calm down. That will do you good.  

That’s nice. What’s on the TV? News?! No... anything but news. I hate the news. 

Change. More news. No. I don’t want to watch this. Come on. Anything. Oh... diving. 

Fine. I’ll watch diving. How bad can it be? I guess I have the spliff to entertain me. 

This is so fuckin’ gay. I can’t believe I’m watching this. Oh, wow... that’s not bad. 

Quite impressive. It looks quite easy but I’m sure it’s not. I’m sure it’s very hard. I 

hope somebody hurts himself on the board. Now that would be fucking cool. Is that a 

horrible thing to say? Well, I’m not saying it out loud so nobody cares, right? Aloud! 

Ah, I’m happy again. That’s nice. But why am I so tired? Is it the spliff? Maybe I 

could just take a little nap until Anthony arrives... ha! He splashed in the water. What 
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an idiot. What? He got so many points? I don’t get it... just close your eyes and then 

you... 

 

 

 

“Arden! Come on upstairs, honey.” 

What? Huh?  

“What?” 

“It’s two am. We fell asleep on the sofa. Come on upstairs.” 

But Anthony is coming... and surprises. I want the surprises. What are they? I know 

what they are. What? I don’t... 

“Come on, let’s go.”  

What a beautiful smile. Maybe that was the surprise. 

“Yeah, let’s go. Sorry.”  

“What are you apologising for?” 

Oh, I am... I don’t know... Anthony... Helena... what? I don’t understand where I am. 

Oh, OK. Yeah, I fell asleep on the sofa. I remember. OK. We’ll go to bed. 

“Give me a cuddle, baby.” 

 Yes. Cuddle. That’s good. I like cuddling. Very nice. Comfortable. Should we have 

sex? No. Not tonight. Anyway, I want to go back to this dream. I wonder if I will. I 

want to go back there.  

“Goodnight.” 

“Goodnight.” 

Oh, she’s asleep already. How come? Why can she fall asleep so quickly? Oh, she’s 

breathing... I like hearing her breathe in her sleep. It’s so reassuring. It’s like... I don’t 

know. I feel... I don’t know.  

She’s wonderful. 

OK... think of nothing... let’s fly! Back in space. All the stars. All the cosmetics... 

cosmos. Whatever they’re called. All the white dots coming at me like long white 

lines. And I’m flying so fast. Faster than the speed of light. The fastest possible. 

Flying up and down and everywhere. Into the stars. Into the sky. Into the nothing... 
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What? Phone. Answer. Damn it. Fuck! What? 

“What?” 

“Hey. Are you home? I’m knocking but there’s no answer.” 

Shit... 

“Yes, I’m here. One minute.” 

Oh, God. How long did I sleep for? What about Helena? I’d rather cuddle now. Oh, 

God. I don’t want Anthony here. Oh, I invited him... 

“Hey.”  

Shit. He’s with two girls.  

“Come in. I’ll be back in a few minutes. Make yourself at home.”  

God, that’s a lot of beer. I hope he doesn’t expect us to drink all that tonight. 

What a mess? I can’t let anybody in this room. Probably wise. I can’t believe he 

brought girls over. What a fucking idiot. I guess he’s horny. Why do I have to suffer 

every time he wants to fuck? Damn it. 

“Are you coming?” 

Don’t fuckin’ stress me! 

“I’ll be out in a few minutes. I need to take a quick shower.” Quickest way to wake up 

and appear fresh and clean. Come on. Three minutes under the cold water.  

Ready? Breathe... one... two... three... 

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH! God, this is 

fucking cold. Shit. Shit. OK. I’m up. Enough. Get out. Get dressed. 

OK, big boy. Are you ready to face the music? I mean, how bad can it be?! They 

didn’t look too bad. I’m sure it’ll be fun. At least good for the ego... maybe. We’ll see. 

OK. Open the door. 

“Here he is.” 

“Wow. It’s such a pleasure to meet you. I’ve been a huge fan for years. I know all of 

your songs.” 

Heh... her friend is kicking her. Brilliant. Trying to play cool, eh? 

“Hey, nice to meet you. My name is Baby.” 

“Oh, yeah. I’m Lizzie.” 

“Nice to meet you. I’m Arden.” 

Stupid giggling girls. Kind of cute, I guess. I’ll give them that. How old are they, 

though? I’m not sure they’re legal. 
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Four empty beer cans already? God, I’ve only been gone for ten minutes and they 

managed to drink so much? This is going to be a long evening I think. OK. It’s time to 

drink.  

“So when are you going on tour again?” 

“Um... I don’t really know. I’m working on my new album at the moment...” 

“Yes, I know.” 

“We know.” 

“Well, when that’s finished.” 

“Are you still with Gina?” 

“Baby, shut up!” 

“OK, girls. Why don’t you have another beer? Arden, another one?” 

“Still drinking this one.” 

Helena is so much more beautiful than they are... well, that’s obvious. Thank God for 

a bit of silence. It’s nice to be quiet. I’m just glad they’re not too nervous from... 

“Can you play something for us? From the new album?” 

 Oh, well... that would be a no, cow! I’m not asking you to sell me things in a 

supermarket or whatever it is you do.  

“Maybe later.” 

Another beer, Arden. One more beer. 

What are they whispering about?  

“Excuse us. We have to go refresh ourselves.” 

“It’s just on your left.” 

Ant... what the fuck you doing? 

“How old are they?” 

“Don’t worry. They’re legal.” 

“Are you sure? Did you, like, check and stuff?” 

“Of course. What do you think I am?” 

“I don’t know. They still feel too young.”  

Oh... what now? No. No... 

“Mate. I don’t want any of this tonight.” 

“Why not?” 

“I’m tired. And not in the mood.” 

“Perfect. This will wake you up. Just take one line. Out of hospitality.” 
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“You are such an idiot.” 

Damn. They’re flushing... what were their names again? Candy and Pupi? 

“What were their...” 

“Hey... oh, wow. Cocaine. How cool. That’s so hot.” 

“Baby... relax.” 

“Hey, we have some pills if you want.” 

“None for me. Thanks.”  

Am I getting old? Or are they just really young? I don’t like this. 

“Have a line, Arden.” 

“Oh, yeah. You must. You want to have it off my bum?” 

“Um. No. It’s OK. But thanks for the offer.”  

Oh, God. What do I have in my house? Then again, five years ago I’d probably have 

been as excited by this as they are. So maybe it is just me that’s getting old. How 

depressing. Look at them. They’re so high. At least I have Ant... 

“You... maybe on the top?” 

Oh, shit. He’s also fucked. Great. A long evening. 

“More coke, Arden?” 

“No thanks, Candy.” 

“What?”  

Is that not her name? I can’t remember. 

“What are your names again?” 

“I’m Lizzie.” 

“And I’m Baby.” 

“Nobody puts Baby in the corner.” 

Oh, Ant. I can’t believe you just said that. I want to go to sleep. Then again, I don’t 

think I can now. It’s good cocaine, though. I must admit. Should I have another line? 

Maybe... oh no. Don’t take your tops off girls. 

“It’s really hot in here.” 

It’s really hot in your body, baby. Oh, that is her name. I forgot.  

“Why are you laughing?” 

“What? No... nothing. I’m just... never mind.”  

I’m not going to explain all this to them. 

“Can I tell you a secret?” 
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“Sure.”  

Just please don’t whisper it in my ear. Damn. 

“I love your music.” 

That’s a secret? Sorry to tell you, sweetheart, but that was pretty obvious. Then again, 

it could be that they just like my fame rather than my music.  

“Do you want to dance, girls?”  

What the fuck? 

“God, yeah. Are you coming Arden?” 

“I’ll pass. Thanks. I’ll just watch.” 

“I am so fucking happy!”  

No shit... I can’t tell who’s going wilder – Ant or the girls. What’s going on there? It’s 

not like him to behave like a fifteen-year-old. Actually, it probably is. Yeah, that’s 

true. 

“Who wants another beer?” 

That’s brilliant. The girls are too fucked to even hear him. 

“I’ll have one. Thanks.” 

Why are they whispering? What are they saying to each other? Oh, no. Did they stop 

dancing? What now? No. Don’t come here. A-ha. Now I understand. So, Candy is 

sitting with Ant and Lizzie with me. Look at Candy, she can’t hide her 

disappointment. That’s funny.  

“Oh, what is this ‘Dreams’?”  

For fuck’s sake, leave my notebook alone.  

“It’s just a new project. Don’t worry about it.” 

“Hey, can you play one of your songs?” 

Why not... I have nothing better to do. I might as well play something. Come on, 

Betsey. Let’s do some magic. 

Shall I do my party trick? That will be funny. 

“LA LA LA LA LA LA.”  

Look at their faces. They’re shocked. Excellent. This is funny.  

“Ardude, be nice. Don’t worry, girls. It’s just a joke.” 

Well, at least now I feel a bit more comfortable. Always good to make a joke to 

lighten my mood and feel more at ease.  

What should I sing? Maybe ‘Yellow Metals’. I like playing that. It sounds good. OK. 
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“This one is called ‘Yellow Metals’.” 

“Oh, that’s my favourite.” 

“OK... here goes.  

Yellow metals on the floor 

I ask my baby to close the door 

I share my thoughts with the strangest mansions 

I love a world full of functions 

I take my heart into the flow 

And gradually make it glow 

The metal goes all pink and green 

I want my yellow that I’ve seen...” 

What the hell is she doing? Oh, God. No fucking way. I’m playing. Oh, my. They 

both do look quite ecstatic. That must be the drugs. Surely. Oh ,my God. Ow. Ow. If 

you wait a minute, I’ll help you pull the underwear down. Just wait until I finish 

singing. 

“Don’t stop singing. This is so hot.” 

Um... OK. Oh, look. Baby’s jealous. Well, this is nice I guess. 

“Yellow metals in my mind 

I go around but cannot find...” 

“What’s up, Ant?” 

“Baby asked me to come and sit next to you.” 

“A-ha... OK. I understand. Disappointed?” 

“Arden. A hot girl is on the floor sucking my cock. My best friend is sitting next to me 

and is getting his cock sucked by another hot girl. Why would I be disappointed? Just 

don’t stop singing. Get to some high notes. Something powerful. Hey, sing ‘Catalytic 

Love’. That should get them going. WOAH!” 

“OK. This is ‘Catalytic Love’.” 

“Fuck yeah! That’s my favourite song.” 

“Ow!” 

“Sorry.” 

Oh, man... oh, cool. Now they’re swapping over. I bet in a minute both of them will 

be on me. 

“Frozen fields in a night  
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Shady day on the grass tunnel roots  

Of a love-struck holiday 

I go to sleep, I fill the forms  

I lie around and wash the storms” 

I knew it. Ant won’t give up though. I’m sure of it. Right again. Oooh... don’t be 

violent, Ant. 

“Daydream thoughts on heartbroken days  

In a wet wet July of the storms and haze 

I will fascinate my thoughts with a moment, due 

To organically produce an image of you” 

“Sing ‘Cross-Bearing Hearts’. That’s my favourite song.”  

I haven’t even got to the climax of the song. Oh well, I guess it’s the least I can do for 

them. They’ve been at it for ten minutes already. 

“But hey, Lizzie. Don’t sing while my cock is in your mouth, please. It hurts.” 

Disgusting! 

“I bear my heart for you 

I wear a sleeve for two 

I find a joy in” 

“Aaaah! Fuck! Yeah! Yeah! Oh, shit!” 

Is it time to come? OK... let’s do it. Come on... come on... 

“Shit. Thanks, Baby. Thanks, Arden. Can I kiss you?” 

“I have to go to the toilet...” 

“I have to kiss you, Arden.” 

“Sure. Why not.” 

A kiss to help me come. Come on. Enjoy the pleasure. Oh yeah, Come on... 

“Yes. Ha... ha... oh... ow. Ow. OK. Enough.” 

“Thanks, Baby.” 

“Go clean yourself up with your friend.” 

“Stop being so rude.” 

What’s that? Something’s going on. Is this an earthquake? It’s finished. 

“Did you feel that? It felt like a small earthquake or something.”  

“Man, it was just good head. That’s it. Ha. Ha.” 

“Heh...” 
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“Do you want something to drink?” 

“I’ll have some water.”  

Hey, Betsey. I have an idea. Come here. 

“Na... na na na na... na na na na na... na na... na na na.” 

“Hey...” 

“Welcome back.”  

Shit. I’m still naked. Where’s the notebook. What did I just play? It was Na... na na na 

na... na na na na na... na na... na na na... 

I need to be alone.  

“Guys. I’m off to bed now. OK?” 

“Oh. Damn. Is it OK if we party some more? We’re still up.” 

“Sure. Have a ball.” 

Argh. Get me to bed. Quickly. I want my bed. I want my bed... just lock the door. 

Make sure nobody comes in in the middle of the night. You know what those groupies 

are like. You never know.  

OK. Sleep. Come on. Stupid fucking coke. I can’t believe I’m still awake from it. 

Come on, I only had the two lines. I was good. Reward me with letting me go to sleep. 

I want to fall asleep. I want to sleep. Come on, Arden. Imagine yourself flying. 

Imagine you’re up in the air. All over the world, even out of the world. What can you 

see? I see an ocean. I see fish. I see people drowning. No... no... go somewhere else. 

A desert? Too hot. Too much light. A desert at night. No. I can’t do it. I only see 

yellow colours. Come on, go to space. Space. Look for stars. No. A black hole. Start 

drifting off. Come on. Concentrate on sleeping. Ommm... ommm... come on. You can 

do it. Come on. Why can’t I fall asleep? I hate myself. I hate this. Come on. You can 

do it. I believe in you, Arden. Shut up, you idiot. God, I hate myself so much. I’m sick 

of listening to myself talk. And I’m sick of this life. What the fuck did I do? An 

underage girl just gave me a blowjob whilst I was playing guitar. I’m disgusting. This 

is disgusting. Come on... hey, if you fall asleep maybe you’ll see the wife and the 

child. That’s nice and beautiful. That could be lovely. Come on. You want to sleep, 

no? You want to be with them. What if they don’t come tonight? We’ll see. Come on. 

Helena and Joshua... I’m coming. I’m coming... we’ll be together... together... we can 

have breakfast together and I’ll take you to school... I’ll take... 
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Wednesday, February 29th 
 

Oh... my... what is the time? It’s... something doesn’t feel right. Where’s Helena? 

What’s the time? Oh, no. Did I pee in the bed? It’s wet... oh, no. Really? Oh, God. 

What time is it? Oh, it’s half past. I’m late. What the fuck? Shit. Where’s Helena? I 

have to change my underwear. Is she still downstairs? Come on. Don’t go anywhere. 

“Helena?”  

Where is she? Oh, here. 

“Hey. Good morning.” 

“What happened?” 

“I don’t know. I was going to ask you the same thing. I tried waking you up. I was 

really worried. But you just wouldn’t wake up. I tried shaking you and picking you up, 

but I just assumed you were ill or something. I called in sick for you.” 

“Really?”  

What happened? I’m sure she must be wrong. 

“Anyway, I have to take Josh now. You’ve missed breakfast, but there’s a cheese 

sandwich. So eat it and calm down. I’ll see you later.” 

“Bye, Dad.” 

“Oh, OK... bye. Have a good day.” 

What the hell happened? This is getting too strange now. It’s not funny anymore. 

Why am I dreaming these dreams all the time? What do they mean? They must mean 

something. Don’t they? Maybe I should talk to Helena about it. No, she’ll just 

disregard them. She always does. Or maybe she’ll laugh. No, I’m sure she won’t. 

She’ll help me. I don’t need help! Or maybe I do. God, this is so confusing. I just 

don’t know anymore. Ach, and I’m still feeling sticky. I need to take a shower. I have 

to check the sheets too. I really hope they are clean. Please... please... damn. Now I 

have to change them too. Helena will probably get all suspicious. Maybe she’ll think 

I’m having an affair. I wish. That would be so cool. Maybe then she’d t get all 

paranoid on me, and see how I feel all the time. Where are the sheets, anyway? I 

thought they were in this cupboard. I guess not. Oh, here they are. Which one should I 

use? Wow, I don’t even know which one I normally sleep on. How strange. Strange? 

Or does that just make me a bad husband? Oh yeah, always make yourself feel like 

crap, why not. Yes. I am the devil in disguise. I was put here to be the worst failure of 
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every possible thing. I need to rest. And why is the water always too hot or too cold? 

Why can’t it just be normal for a change? Just heat me up without damaging my skin. 

God, I’m sounding like a cheap observational stand-up comedian. Why is it? I bet it 

only happens to me. OK, now I’m just sounding like a stupid little boy. Just clean 

your penis and get out of here. Do I need soap? Probably not. I’m sure I can get away 

with it. How did I get so much out? I think I need to have sex with Helena. I guess I 

had too much held inside me. It needs outlet. 

“It needs outlet!” 

Wow. That was quite relaxing to shout out loud when nobody’s home. Aloud! 

Random thoughts. This is fun. Should I do it again? Don’t overdo it. You’ve had your 

fun, now carry on. Hel will be back soon and I should probably find some sort of 

explanation. I only wish I had one. Let’s rest for a bit. Yes, I know. It’s been a long 

day. I’ve done so much. It’s such a lovely day outside. I like the sun. It can be so 

beautiful in the morning... of course in the morning, you idiot! There is no sun at night. 

Well, I guess there is at the other side of the world. How strange. There is always sun 

somewhere. Then again, there is always darkness somewhere too. Oh, Helena’s back. 

That was quick... sit down. Don’t let her see you standing idly by the window. Well, 

what else could I have done? Hey, I changed the sheets. That’s impressive enough, 

isn’t it?! 

“Hi, honey. How are you feeling?” 

“I changed the sheets.” 

“What?” 

“I’m better. I cleaned the house a bit.” 

“A-ha...” 

What does she mean? Maybe we should do something fun for her. 

“Would you like to go shopping?”  

Wow. I can’t believe I just said that. Think before you speak, boy. 

“What a great idea. I need to talk to you. We can make a day out of it. I’m glad I 

called in sick for you.” 

She’s glad I’m sick? No, she said she’s glad she called in sick for you. You’re not 

sick, are you? Only in the head. Only in the dream... wow, I was getting a blowjob 

from a young girl. I do hope she was legal. Who cares? It was only a dream. Does that 

make me a paedophile, though? If I dream about having sex with under-aged girls, 
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doesn’t that mean that deep down inside I want to do it? Somewhere in my 

subconscious? Surely it’s not right ven dreaming about it. 

“Come on!” 

And Anthony assured me she was legal. Now I’m trusting a figment of my 

imagination for my morality? Well, considering it was the same guy that gave me 

drugs, I really don’t think there is much to trust. Drugs... that felt so vivid. I don’t 

understand it. I never took drugs before. How did it feel so familiar? I don’t 

understand. 

“Stop here. I want to go to this one.” 

There’s never any parking here.  

“Just get out. I’ll park and join you.” 

“OK. See you in a minute.” 

Why was she so quiet the whole journey? Maybe something is bothering her. Wow. 

That girl is really pretty. Oh, my God. Don’t you dare look at her and comment. She’s 

so young. I’m disgusting. I can’t believe I even thought that. I bet it’s because of that 

dream. Now young girls are on my mind. This is horrible. I feel sick. Woah! Shit. 

OK... just calm down. Relax. Don’t kill anyone. Don’t kill yourself. Not yet. 

Justanyway, what calm down. OK. Breathe... 

“Hey.” 

“Just in time. What do you think of this?” 

I hate when she asks me that. I haven’t got a clue. I don’t know. What does she want 

me to say?  

“I think it looks nice.”  

Don’t ask how much it is. Don’t piss her off.  

“Shall I buy it?” 

“Why not? And then maybe we can go and have lunch.” 

“What do you want to eat?” 

“I’ll think about it. You go and pay. I’ll wait for you outside.” 

Maybe I should smoke a cigarette. That seems to calm nerves. No. I don’t like 

smoking and my nerves are fine. It’s a bit cold today... why am I cold? I shouldn’t be 

cold. Oh, fine. So I shouldn’t be cold. Now I’m hot. Of course. Life is so simple and 

marvellous. Shut up and think what you want to eat. Why are you staring at that girl? 

Wow, I didn’t even realise I was staring. I can’t control it now. She isn’t even that 
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good-looking, but I bet she’s all young underneath those clothes too. I’d do her from 

behind. Shut up! Stop being disgusting! What do you want to eat? Chinese food? That 

could be nice. Chinese. Or maybe we should just have a coffee and cake somewhere. 

No, I’m hungry. Chinese should be fine. 

“Chinese.” 

“What?” 

“Chinese. To eat. Chinese.” 

“You want to eat Chinese food?” 

Isn’t that what I just said? What an annoying cow.  

“Yes.” 

“Then why didn’t you say that?”  

I want to fucking slap her so badly. To hurt her, blood coming out of her mouth and 

spitting teeth. Woah! Calm... relax... don’t start with the ommms, though! 

“Sounds good. Let’s go to My Little China.” 

What a stupid name. But good food. And reasonably priced. Now you’re sounding 

like a tour guide. No, not tour guide. What’s it called? Book guide. Guide book... city 

guide tourist book thingy... oh. I exhaust myself. A book. Whatever. 

What’s wrong with Helena? She doesn’t look right. Something is wrong with her. I 

can tell.  

“What’s wrong with you, honey?” 

“Well, nothing much, really... it’s just that... I don’t know...” 

Maybe she’s having dreams too... 

“I’m a bit...” 

“Are you having dreams?” 

“What?” 

“Hello, what can I get you?” 

I didn’t even look at the menu. Um... come on. Just make a decision. Helena, help me. 

“Shall we get the lunch platter for two?” 

I knew I loved her for a reason. You wonderful beast.  

“Sounds perfect.” 

“And to drink?”  

Great. Some wine. I could do with a drink.  

“I’ll have a coke.” 
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What the hell?  

“You don’t want some wine?” 

“No, I’d rather not. But you can have some.”  

I really want some. But doesn’t that make me look like... I don’t know. Don’t say it. I 

don’t want to hear it.  

“I’ll have some orange juice, please.” 

She’s got pretty legs. Shut up! Your wife is sitting in front of you. What’s wrong with 

you? You’ve never been... 

“So what’s this about dreams? And why are you acting so strange today?” 

“What?”  

I don’t want to tell her. But I do. Maybe I should. No... don’t.  

“I don’t know. Strange? Why? You’re the one that’s behaving strange!”  

She’s stealing my questions. I didn’t even realise it. 

“I’m not acting strange.” 

“Actually, yes, you are. I don’t know what’s wrong with you but you haven’t been 

yourself for a while.” 

“When?” 

When? What kind of a question is that? I can’t think of any examples. Actually, it was 

only today that I felt it. I can’t retract now, can I? Maybe I’m just imagining it. Yes... 

that’s a good way out.  

“Maybe I’m just imagining it.” 

“So you are fine?” 

Back to me, are we? 

“I don’t know.” 

“You wanted to tell me about the dreams.” 

Actually, I didn’t. Did I?! Is this some sort of cheap manipulation to get me to talk 

about things I don’t want to talk about?! Maybe I should. But keep it simple. Nothing 

too revealing. And no mention of Candy and Lizzie. 

“I’ve been having these really intense dreams the last couple of days. I mean, really 

intense.” 

“Sometimes dreams can be intense when you’re stressed.” 

What? What’s stress got to do with anything? She’s annoying me. I knew I shouldn’t 

have said anything. 
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“Yes, you’re right. It’s probably stress.” 

God, what an annoying woman. I try to talk to her about something serious, and this is 

what she comes up with? How nice and sympathetic. I don’t want to talk to her. I 

want her to apologise. Why isn’t she apologising?  

“Thank you.” 

“Thanks.” 

Now I can pretend to be too busy eating and not talk to her. I still want her to 

apologise. Come on. What are you waiting for? Don’t eat your food. You annoyed me. 

Can’t you tell I’m annoyed? Why can’t you see it? It’s so damn obvious! And I’m not 

even enjoying the food. I can’t believe I dreamt I was taking cocaine. I never even 

knew that’s the way to do it. And what’s with all these memories of taking it off some 

girl’s bum? Or was it a guy’s bum? Wow. In the dream I also liked men, didn’t I? 

Now that is just strange. Maybe I should talk to Helena about the truth. What truth? I 

don’t even know what it is yet. I can’t explain it, how on earth can I talk to her about 

it? Anyway, she’ll probably say something idiotic that will just annoy me. Best to 

keep quiet. The cocaine was nice. I wonder if that’s what it really feels like in life. 

Maybe I should try it. Should I ask her? No. I’m still not talking to her. And she’s not 

saying anything either. Doesn’t she feel awkward? Maybe I should just ask her ‘do 

you want cocaine?’. No, that just sounds odd. I should bring it up in passing. Wait a 

minute. Do you even want to take cocaine? Just because it was nice in the dream, 

doesn’t mean it’s good. It’s addictive and dangerous. It can kill you. I don’t want any. 

But it was nice... 

“Shall we go?” 

“Cocaine?” 

“What?”  

Shit.  

“What? No... nothing. Sorry. My mind was somewhere else.” 

“Can we take the rest of this home, please?” 

How do I explain that one? I hope she doesn’t ask.  

“I forgot to tell you. You were singing in your sleep.”  

I was? 

“What was I singing?” 

“I don’t know. It didn’t make any sense.” 
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 I wonder if it was the same songs I sang in the dream. It must be. 

“Next time write them down.”  

I hope I didn’t sound rude. I wasn’t attacking her. Was I aggressive? Her face doesn’t 

seem too bothered, so maybe it’s OK... 

“We need to pick Josh up.” 

Didn’t she want to tell me something earlier?  

“Didn’t you want to tell me something?” 

“Yes. Later. At home.” 

Oh... now it’s beginning to scare me. I hope it’s nothing bad. Maybe she wants to 

break up. No, she doesn’t look like she wants to break up. Then again, what do 

women look like when they want to break up?  

“Come on. Why are you stuck?” 

“Sorry.”  

Relax. Can’t I think for a few seconds? God... maybe I should just break up with her. 

Should I ask her? It’s better to know. I bet she’ll just say ‘you’re being a paranoid 

idiot again.’ 

“Are you going to break up with me?” 

“You’re being a paranoid idiot again.”  

I knew it. You are so obvious, woman! Let’s just go and pick Josh up. It’s getting late. 

“Come on, we’ll be late.” 

I know. Don’t annoy me. For heaven’s sake... 

“Where did you park?”  

Where did I park?! Oh yeah, just around the corner. 

“Just around the corner.” 

I hope I can find it. Well, it’s a car. It’s not like it’s keys. How hard would it be to 

lose a car? Hey, honey, I lost the car. I cannot find it. ‘Yellow metals in my mind. I go 

around but cannot find. Yellow Metals on the floor, I ask my baby to close the door. I 

share my thoughts with the strangest mansions, I love a world full of functions. I take 

my heart into the flow. And gradually make it glow. The metal goes all pink and 

green. I want my yellow that I’ve seen...’ What the hell do these lyrics mean? 

“Helena, do you know a song called ‘Yellow Metals’?” 

“’Yellow Metals’? Who is it by?” 

“I don’t really know.” 
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“How does it go?” 

“The chorus is, like: Yellow Metals in my mind. I go around but can not find.” 

“No. I don’t know it.”  

I wonder if Joshy will know it. Maybe it’s a young thing. What do I know about 

popular music anyway? 

“Shit. We’re late.” 

Yellow Metals... Yellow Metals... maybe it’s about oxidisation? 

“Here he is.”  

Should I beep? I’ll beep! 

“Wow. Both of you are picking me up. That’s weird.” 

What a silly little boy. OK, let’s ask him. But sound cool. Don’t seem too desperate 

about it. I wish I were young again. Oh, come on. Who are you kidding?! You are the 

youngest father in his class. Actually, you’re probably one of the youngest fathers in 

the world, I’m sure third-world inhabitants impregnate at a younger age, and I’m sure 

there are lots of other teen parents in the world, but not all as good as you. Imagine 

how many fathers would just run off or send their kids to adoption or something 

ghastly like that. Anyway, what did I want to ask Josh? Oh yeah... the song. 

“Josh. Do you know a song called ‘Yellow Metals’?” 

“Who is it by?” 

“I have no idea. It goes: Yellow Metals on the floor 

I ask my baby to close the door 

I share my thoughts with the strangest mansions 

I love a world full of functions 

I take my heart into the flow 

And gradually make it glow 

The metal goes all pink and green 

I want my yellow that I’ve seen 

Yellow Metals in my mind  

I go around but cannot find” 

“I have no idea what song it is, and I have no idea what the lyrics mean either.” 

“The tune is quite catchy though.” 

“Sorry, Dad.” 

“Interesting lyrics.” 



© Sebastian Rex, 2012   38 

“Thank you.”  

What am I thanking her for? For starters, that wasn’t a compliment. And second, I 

didn’t write them... did I?!  

“I mean, I know... they are very interesting. I wonder what they mean.” 

“Josh, I have a surprise for you.” 

‘I’?! How rude. I was the one that paid for it. Look at her. Give her a dirty look. That 

will be funny too. Come on, cow. Look back at me! Thank you! 

“I mean, we have a surprise for you.” 

Much better. 

“Go on. What is it?” 

“We have some Chinese food for dinner tonight.” 

“Oh, cool.” 

He’s lovely. I like seeing him smile. Is he smiling? Be careful. Keep your eyes on the 

road. Look at Helena, she’s scared of your driving. I can see it in her eyes, well, her 

body too. Is she holding the thingy? Oh, come on. I’m not driving that fast. Why is 

she holding the thingy. Leave the thingy alone. Well, at least we will be home soon so 

it should be fine. And we could continue the jigsaw. Say something. This journey is 

getting a bit boring. 

“So how was your day at school?” 

“Fine.”  

Great teenage answer.  

“Wow. So much information. Be careful. My brain might go into overload.”  

That was quite funny. Nobody’s laughing. I think Helena is smiling. No, maybe it’s 

just gas. So many red lights. Should I turn the radio on? No, let them sit in peace. We 

have a long evening awaiting us. Yes, an evening of more Chinese food and jigsawing. 

I don’t really want any more Chinese food to be honest. I’ve had enough and I’m not 

that hungry, but if I don’t have dinner tonight maybe I’ll be hungry later. But I guess I 

can eat something later. Then again, I want us to have our family dinners, they are so 

important. I guess we have the jigsaw for family time. Will Helena let me off dinner? 

But what will I do in the meantime? What a horrible thing to say, ‘let me off’, as if 

it’s a chore to spend time with your family. And I still don’t know about Helena’s 

secret. I wonder what it is. Maybe she found a university. Oh God, what if she’s 
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pregnant? No, no way. Maybe Julia is coming over for a visit. Oh. No. I wonder what 

it can be. Now I’m scared.  

“Give me a clue.” 

“What?”  

Maybe I shouldn’t be asking for this in front of Josh. Well, we’re home in a minute 

anyway. 

“Nothing. Ignore me. I’m a bit confused today.”  

What a load of rubbish. 

“Thanks, Dad.” 

“You’re welcome.” 

“Go inside and get ready for dinner. Do you have any homework today?” 

“Not today.” 

“Good, so we can sit and work on the jigsaw tonight after dinner.” 

“Yes, Arden. We can.” 

What? Did I say something wrong? Is she complaining about something. I feel 

slightly attacked. Am I imagining it? 

“Do I need to sit with you for dinner tonight? I don’t want more Chinese.” 

“Yes you do. Just don’t eat anything. I don’t want anything to eat either.” 

Get yourself out of it, big boy. 

“Wouldn’t that be rude to sit with him and eat nothing? It might stress him out.” 

“It’s ruder to let him sit alone.” 

Give up!  

“Fine. I’ll sit with you. But I won’t enjoy it.” 

Good, you made her smile. Not that she deserves it. Still, it makes me feel nice. 

Maybe I can find a few minutes of peace and quiet in the toilet. I don’t really need to 

go, though. Still, it will be nice to be alone in a locked room. 

“I’ll be back in a minute.” 

Some peacefulness. Wait until you hear Josh going to eat before coming out. This 

way you won’t have to sit there the whole time. That sounds very cunning. I’m not 

sure that was what I meant when I wanted to go to the toilet. Just let it all out. Sit and 

wait. I’m sure something will eventually come out. And if Josh starts eating in the 

meantime, what can you do about it? Nothing is coming out. Just be patient. Come on, 

you had some Chinese food. I’m sure something will come out soon. I can feel 
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something stirring up. OK, this conversation is disgusting me. I think it’s best we 

move on to talk about other things. Greater things. Like the state of the economic 

structure in the world. Right... hey, you had a day off work and you wasted it. Do 

something productive. What can be more productive then spending time with my son 

and wife and building a jigsaw and then finding out my wife’s secret? Maybe she’s a 

man. I knew it all along. She’s a man. Then again, I dreamt that I kissed a man, so 

maybe it’s all coming together now. The secret is out. I’m repressing my 

homosexuality.  

Here he is. I can hear him. OK... maybe it’s time to go out. At least I peed. I don’t 

think anything else will come out. Let’s eat. It does smell nice. I wonder if Helena is 

going to eat something or not. Yes, she is. How? 

“Sorry I’m late.” 

“Do you want some or not?” 

Should I? Maybe I can eat just a bit. Actually, I’m getting a bit hungry now. It might 

be a good idea to eat something.  

“I’ll have a little bit please.”  

Talk to him. Say something. Be sociable. Look at her, she’s angry with you again.  

“Are you excited about doing the jigsaw?” 

“Excited? It’s only a jigsaw... but I guess so.”  

He’s trying to play it cool.  

“Do you think we could finish it all today?” 

“Finish it? I don’t think so. We’ve hardly done anything yet, and there are a lot of 

pieces, you know.”  

“Can we start now?” 

“What about taking a shower, Josh?” 

“Oh, can I do it after the jigsaw?” 

“Of course you can.”  

Don’t be angry with me. I want to do the jigsaw too. This is tiring. So many of them. 

It’s wonderfully therapeutic, though. Just stare at all this blue. Blue blue blue blue 

blue... I feel like a fish. A fish out of water. Water? Whatever! Ware? Where? What 

where? Water? What where? Heh... I like that. So water is a combination of what and 

where. Or maybe it’s what and wear... woah... maybe we should all wear water. But 

hold on, aren’t we, like, ninety-nine percent water? So I guess we’re wearing water 
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anyway. Then again, can we wear what we are? I mean, do we wear our kidneys and 

our blood? But we do wear our skin, and we can wear our hearts on our sleeve, but 

then that’s wearing it on the sleeve, not because you’re wearing... I’m confused. What 

was I talking about? Something to do with kidneys. I’m hungry now. But I just ate. 

Well, not kidneys. 

“Here it is, Dad.” 

Is it really? They don’t seem to match... oh, wait a minute... yep... OK. That’s fine. 

Have we done enough for today? My head is starting to hurt. Maybe it’s all the drugs 

I took last night. Yeah, right. So, shall I get him to bed?  

“So? Shall we continue tomorrow?” 

“Oh, do we have to?” 

“It’s getting late. And my head is starting to hurt.” 

“I can continue alone.” 

“That’s not very nice, is it, Josh?” 

“I guess not.” 

“Come on. Go and take a shower.” 

Sweet little woman. 

“So I’ll be down in twenty minutes and then we could talk?” 

“As long as you’re not leaving me, it sounds fine.” 

“Idiot!” 

She’s smiling at me. She’s not going to leave me. Good. I can relax. So, twenty 

minutes. How do I pass them without thinking about that party last night? What can I 

do? Hmmm... the TV is staring at me. Stare, bitch! I will not give up, you home-

wrecker. OK, I think you’re going a bit too far. I know. Should I apologise to her? It’s 

not her fault. I wish we didn’t keep her at all, but I guess it’s true, maybe one day 

we’ll need it for an emergency. It? Her? What is a TV? Never mind. I’ll put some 

music on. What do I want? What looks nice? Bach... Beethoven... Handel... 

Mendelsohn... fine. I’ll take Bach. I love this piece. Brand... barn... brandenburg 

Concerto. How do you pronounce this bit of genius? Never mind. Stop pronouncing it 

and start listening to it. That’s what it’s there for after all.  

Oh, this is so beautiful and so calming. I love this. It’s great. Na na na na na na na na 

na na.... na na... na na na... 

“Why are you listening to this? Are you sad?” 
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“Sad? Why should I be sad?” 

“You only ever listen to this piece when you’re sad.” 

“No, I don’t.”  

Do I? No, that’s not true... am I sad now? I don’t think I’m sad now. 

“I don’t think I’m sad now.” 

“Are you sure?” 

“Um, pretty sure, yeah...” 

“I’m just a bit worried about you. You’ve been behaving strange all day.” 

“I’m ok. I just haven’t really been sleeping much recently.” 

“That’s not true. This morning you were so deep in your sleep I was scared you might 

be dead. I was really panicking for a minute. I had to shake you up and everything.” 

I love her so much... forget about these stupid dreams and concentrate on her. She’s 

worth so much more than that Candyfloss bimbo. Just enjoy this evening with Helena. 

“Do you want to dance?” 

“Dance? To this?” 

“Who cares if we’re on the music or not? Just hold me and move with me.” 

“OK.” 

What a beautiful smile. God, she feels so good. This just feels right holding her like 

this. Fourteen years of marriage and it still all feels great. My life is complete, it’s just 

all perfect. 

“I’m pregnant!” 

What? What did she say? She’s... oh... oh, my God.  

“Oh, my God. Are you sure?” 

“Yes, I’m sure.” 

“But... wow! This is incredible.” 

“Is it?” 

“Isn’t it?” 

“I think it is.” 

“I also think it is.”  

Is she trying to trick me? 

“So you’re ok with this?” 

“OK? This is perfect! I am so happy.” 

“I just thought, because we didn’t plan and in the past we didn’t want any more.” 
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“Well, we had Joshua and we were too young to have another one. But Josh is a big 

boy now and we can do this now. We can be such better parents, you know. This is 

fantastic. I am so excited. We must drink to celebrate. Oh, wait. You can’t drink.” 

“It’s ok. I bought a bottle of champagne. I’m sure I can drink one to celebrate but 

after that, that’s it.” 

Oh, my God. This is so wonderful. I’ll have another boy... or girl. I wonder how Josh 

will react.  

“When shall we tell Joshua?” 

“I don’t know. We need to think about it. Not tonight, that’s for sure. I’ll get the 

champagne.” 

I can’t believe it. And I thought she wanted to break up with me. I’m so happy. 

Though financially this will mean... not tonight. Tomorrow. Tonight we celebrate. 

And don’t mention anything about money yet. Oh. So from now on, I can’t drink 

anymore. How frustrating. 

“Here we go.” 

“Last time we drink for a very long time.” 

“You can still drink if you want.” 

“Don’t be stupid. I won’t drink if you can’t. That’s just cruel.” 

“You can drink if you drink alone. Just don’t drink in front of me.” 

“This is going to be a tough one.” 

“Also for me.” 

“Congratulations, honey. Here’s to our family.” 

“Yes. To our family.” 

“And my sperm.” 

“And my egg.” 

“Wow. This is nice champagne.” 

“Only the best for this celebration.” 

“How long have you known?” 

“I found out today.” 

“Why didn’t you tell me earlier?” 

“I was scared of what you might say...” 

“Really?” 

“Yes, really. I wasn’t sure if you’d be happy or not.” 



© Sebastian Rex, 2012   44 

“Of course I’m happy. But maybe we should turn Bach off.” 

“I told you, you only listen to it when you’re sad.” 

“Well, not when I find out I’m going to be a father again. You’re yawning. Are you 

tired?” 

“Yes. It’s been a long day.” 

I can’t believe how lucky I am. And instead of enjoying my luck, I just keep 

wallowing in some stupid dream. I am such an idiot.  

“Yeah. I’m sorry about being an idiot.” 

“Don’t be silly. It’s OK. But shall we go to bed?” 

“Yes. Let’s go.”  

Should we have sex tonight? I don’t think she would want that. I just want to lie there 

and look at her, but the lights will be off. But after a few moments it will be OK and 

I’ll be able to see her. Just stare into her eyes. Unless her eyes are closed, of course. 

Which they probably will be. She’s going to sleep. Why would they be open? OK, I 

can hold her hand.  

“Give me your hand.” 

This feels so nice. 

“Arden, I love you.” 

“I love you too. Both of you!”  

That was cute. I am cute.  

Now let yourself go. Enjoy the moment and enjoy your beautiful wife. Your beautiful 

child and your beautiful unborn baby. I hope it’s a girl. Daddy’s little girl. I can’t wait 

to tell Mum. She will be so happy. We’re all happy. This is amazing. I’m feeling great. 

So buzzed, but I need to sleep. OK. Forget about it. Just start falling. In space. Like 

Star Trek. Flying at the speed of light. All those beauitufl dots of stars. And enjoy 

your wife’s warm hand. Just feel her skin on yours. Enjoy the warmth. She’s nice. 

She’s lovely. This just feels right. Feels good. Feels perfect. Everything is perfect. My 

life is perfect... 

 

 

What’s that noise? Where’s Helena? What’s... huh? Who is it there? Who is there? Oh, 

shit. The girls are still here. I don’t feel like seeing them. But I need some water. OK, 
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just go out. See what they’re doing. Be polite and hurry up. What are they doing? 

What were their names?  

“Good morning, gorgeous.” 

Smile and nod. Now I remember. Candy... no, not Candy. That’s what I confuse. 

Baby... nobody puts Baby in the corner. Yes. I remember. And... Lizzie, right? Have 

they been up all night? Where’s Ant? 

“Are you hungry?”  

“Um... I guess so.” 

“We’re making eggs and toast.” 

“Where’s Ant?” 

“He’s on the sofa. Watching TV.” 

“Hey. What’s up?” 

“UIghkd omdle...” 

He’s fucked. I don’t think I can get a coherent sentence out of him. He’s just catatonic 

in front of the TV. I bet he had lots of fun last night. Maybe I should have stayed with 

them and partied all night long. I think I could probably have had been... oh, my head 

hurts. Stop talking and thinking and just be quiet for a few... 

“Come eat, Arden.” 

At least they are making some food. They don’t seem in such bad shape, do they? I 

don’t know. Hard to tell with these little bimbos. Hey, don’t be nasty. Why not? 

Because I said so. Fine. 

“There you go. Enjoy the food. We made it especially for you.” 

“Um... thanks, I guess.” 

Oh, for fuck’s sake. The eggs are runny. Shit, they’re not runny, they’re not even 

cooked. Are they trying to kill me? It’s poisonous to eat raw eggs, isn’t it? And the 

toast is burnt. But I’m hungry. Then again, burnt toast isn’t necessarily such a bad 

thing, is it? It’s ok. Who was it that said that burnt food tastes better? Bob Dylan? I 

really doubt Dylan would bother himself with saying something like that. Maybe it 

was Oscar Wilde. He liked talking about food. Then again, it’s not a very witty 

sentence. Unless of course he said it in a different way. Like... um... food is disgusting 

unless it’s burnt... that’s not witty. Come on, Arden. I’m sure you can make a witty 

sentence if you wanted to. Find something witty to say about food. Food is burnt! No... 

“Is it tasty?” 
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“It’s great. Thanks.” 

“Shall we make you a cup of coffee?” 

They can’t even walk properly. They’re shuffling on the floor. If they fuck up the 

coffee like they fucked up the eggs, I might die of food poisoning.  

“It’s ok. I’ll make some myself. Maybe you girls should sit down. You haven’t slept 

yet, have you?” 

“No, but it’s ok. I’m not tired. I’m ok. I’m... you know... I’m ok. Fine. Thank you.” 

Whatever. Five missed calls. Maybe they’re from Gina. No way. I’m sure they’re 

from Jeremy. Maybe four from Jeremy and one from Gina. Come on, your optimism 

is pathetic. How can I say that? I thought optimism was a blessed thing these days. 

Maybe I should cherish it and pride myself for feeling a tad optimistic about such a 

thing. Just check the fucking phone and see who called you, you idiot. Jeremy... 

Jeremy... Jeremy... Jeremy and... Jeremy. Quelle surprise. The shock is so great I 

think I should go and lie down. Look, just get over it. Gina is not going to call you 

anymore. It’s over. And that’s it. Over. Get over it. It is over and you should get over 

it. Over and out! Don’t take a revolver and make it move over just wish on a clover 

and let’s all have sex. Fantastic. I wrote a song about an orgy of dead people. 

Hmmm... orgy of death. That’s not a bad title for the song. I should probably write 

this down. Now I can call Jeremy and tell him I’m working. Where’s my notebook? 

Hey, I wrote something last night too, didn’t I?! Wait. First, write this down. Orgy of 

Death. Take the revolver... 

And make them move over... 

We’ll wish on a clover... 

And have lots of sex.  

Is this good or shit? I can’t tell any more. Now where’s what I wrote last night? Oh, 

dear God. I can’t read this. What the hell did I write down here? Oh, for fuck’s sake. 

This just says ‘na na na’. What the hell was I thinking? Come on, I wasn’t that high. 

What on earth went on here last night? Maybe the girls spiked my drink. Oh, shit. I 

just remembered the sex... oh no. Why is everybody still here? I want them all out of 

here! Now. I want to be alone. Just call Jeremy. 

Na na na... what the fuck? 

“Hey, J.” 

“Oh, finally. What’s up with you?” 
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“What do you mean?” 

“How’s the album going?” 

“I may have a title for you.” 

“Are you kidding me?” 

“Look. I’m feeling inspired. I wrote a bit. I think it will be OK. But I am behind on 

the deadline. Behind schedule. Whatever. I don’t know. Look. I promise I’m going to 

write some more today. I think I’m onto something now. Thing is, I have some guests 

here. So as soon as I get rid of them I can continue writing.”  

“Look, just get me something. Anything. Please.” 

“I promise. End of the day you will get one song. How does that sound?” 

“Fine.” 

“OK, J. I’ll talk to you later.” 

He’s so annoying. Then again, I really should have written something by now. I am 

very unprofessional. I guess at this stage of my career I don’t have to be professional 

anymore. Who the fuck am I kidding? Professionalism is important. I should never 

give it up. I should continue it all the time. I shouldn’t just... 

“You want us to go?” 

“What?” 

“I heard you on the phone.” 

“Oh, shit. Sorry. No, there’s no rush. Take your time, but yeah, I do need to start 

working today at some point so you will all have to go at some point.” 

“New album, eh? That’s like... I mean... it’s wonglon” 

“It’s what?” 

“What?” 

“What did you say?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“You said it’s... never mind.” 

“I don’t understand you.” 

“I think that’s pretty mutual at the moment.” 

“I’m so sorry. I’m still a fit bucked.” 

“A bit fucked?” 

“Yeah. So-o-orry.” 

“I’m going to make some coffee now if you want.” 
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“Oh, wow... ma-ma-maybe...” 

“Are you cold?“ 

“A bit.“ 

“Do you want something to wear?” 

“Um...” 

Oh, for heaven’s sake.  

“Look, the coffee might warm you up.” 

“Oh, fuck. Yeah. What a great idea. Coffee would be so cool now.” 

“Well, it will be hot.” 

“What?” 

“Nothing. 

“Hey, did you have fun last night?” 

“How many sugars?” 

“Five...” 

“Are you serious?” 

“Why?” 

“That’s a lot of sugar.” 

“I know. I like sugar.” 

“Milk?” 

“What’s a sugarmilk?” 

“Do you want milk?” 

“Oh, um... I... um... no.” 

“OK.” 

“You know, last night was the first t-time that I’ve ever been with um... you like... 

know... someone famous and stuff. And I am, like. I don’t really...” 

“There you go.” 

“What? Oh, the coffee. I forgot all about that. It’s been ages.” 

What the hell is she talking about? 

“So, anyway. I wanted to apologise. I never do things like that. You know what I 

mean?” 

“Not really.” 

“I don’t have, like... sex... with, like... people I don’t know. Well, I don’t know you. I 

mean, I know you but I didn’t meet you. We, like, never met. We never met. Well, we 
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met. I met you but I only met you. I... I didn’t meet you. I didn’t know what... do you 

understand?” 

Shall I torture her a bit? Let’s see her squirm a bit.  

“No.”  

Oh, that’s cruel.  

“No, I do understand. You don’t often have sex with famous people you only just 

met.” 

“Yes. No... not just famous. Any people. I don’t have sex. Well, I do. But not without 

love. Is that OK?” 

“Sure it is.” 

“So I’m sorry. I’m not a whore.” 

“I know, Candy. You’re not a whore.”  

With a name like that can she be anything but?  

“When you started singing, I just... I felt so close to you. I had to suck you off.”  

Fuck, did she just say that? I must have misheard.  

“What?” 

“I couldn’t help it. It was bigger than me...”  

My, oh my.  

“And you were very big too.”   

Oh, heavens. Somebody take me away. No, take her away.  

“So I’m sorry.” 

“Look, you were fucked on drugs. Don’t worry about it.” 

“I won’t. But promise me you don’t think I’m a whore.” 

“You’re not a whore.” 

“Good. Because I don’t want you to think little of me. 

That’s a bit too late now.  

“And I thought maybe we can see each other again.” 

Be kind, Arden.  

“Look, Candy. You’re really nice, but I am going through a really busy time in my 

life at the moment, and I don’t think I can see you.” 

“Oh, that’s sad.” 

“I’m really sorry. You’re a wonderful girl, and you look amazing. I’m just not open 

for this at the moment. Do you understand?” 
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“Yes.” 

“I’m sure you’ll find someone better than me. Even more famous than me.” 

“Really?” 

“Yes. I’m sure.” 

“Thank you.” 

Well done, Arden. You did well. I am proud of you. You’re welcome. I mean... oh, 

there was no thank you. I guess I’m proud too or something... of what though? Well, 

I’ve had to turn down so many groupies. I always do it in such a kind way... that’s 

very big of me. I don’t think John Lennon was kind to them. I bet Elvis was a jerk. 

“So if you don’t want to date, do you want to fuck now?” 

“Ha ha...”  

That’s funny.  

“I’m sorry. I’m not really in the mood.” 

“I’ve got condoms if that’s what you’re worried about.” 

“Thank you so much for the offer, but I’m going out for a walk now.”  

“We can do it outside.” 

“Look, it’s not going to happen. I’m sorry.” 

“OK. I’m sorry.” 

“Don’t worry. I have to go, though.” 

Come on. Out.  

“Bye, guys.”  

As if I expect a reply from any of them. 

I really should be working and not walking. Work not walk! Work not walk! Work 

not walk! Power to the people! Viva la revelución! Go reds! Maybe I can call my 

album Work Not Walk. Or maybe not.   

Come on Arden, enjoy the beautiful countryside. You fucking lucky bastard. How 

many people would have loved to have my life? Yeah, singing songs and getting a 

blowjob from what seems to be an underage girl. I hope I can trust Ant. This is some 

fucked up shit if she was underage. OK, don’t think about that. It’s too late anyway. 

Forget the Lolita. Hmmm... that’s a nice title for a song. ‘Forget The Lolita’. I wish I 

had my notebook with me. Actually, why don’t I pick up my notebook and my guitar 

and take them with me? I am a genius. Well done me. I hope they’re gone by now. 

Actually, in the state they were in they really shouldn’t get in a car. Maybe I can pay 
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for their taxi. I know I’m being rude and un-cool and probably a bit old, but seriously, 

I want to work. It’s hard enough to work as it is. Anyway, I have nothing to prove. I 

am cool enough. I am Arden. The coolest cat in the kettle. Kettle? No. That can’t be 

right. What is a kettle? It’s not where cats live? Where do cats live? Litter? No. That’s 

what they do when they are born. What’s a kettle? Oh, a kettle is for the coffee. Damn. 

So where do cats live? Anyway, that’s where I’m the coolest cat. Where they live. 

“Hello.” 

No reply. Maybe they are gone. No, the TV is on. Oh, how sweet. They’re all asleep. 

They look so adorable. Though they would probably look adorabler if they were 

somewhere else now. Stop being a miserable git. Get your gear and let’s... ow! Fuck! 

“Ah.”  

Shhh... shit. What the fuck is that doing there? Come on. Get Betsey and go. Relax, 

Ar. There is nothing to worry about. They wouldn’t hear you even if you played 

Beethoven’s ninth symphony with hornpipes, into their ears. OK, perhaps that’s just 

taking it a bit too far. Concentrate your creativity on your music, you idiot.  

“So, Betsey, where do you want to sit down? How about there? I knew you’d like it. 

Hi ho. Let’s do some magic.” 

Na na na na na na... na na na... na na na... na na na na na... 

That was quite pretty. Write it down. Hurry up. Before you forget. That’s good. Some 

more? Please... 

Shall I try writing ‘Forget The Lolita’? Nah, with my luck I’ll be put in prison for 

paedophilia or something like that. Maybe it will be a good song for Paedophiles 

Anonymous... they can all sing it together. Yeah, it will be their anthem. Anthem for 

recovering paedophiles – ‘Forget The Lolita’. 

She’s young, she’s supple and her skin as pure as snow 

Yet she’s bad, she’s rotten... snow... show, flow, owe... she’s bad, she’s rotten and I 

don’t want her to know... no. I want something about her looking perfect but being far 

from it. Come on... hmmm... glow. She has a glow. Her glow won’t show... and 

there’s a dark heart behind that glow 

She’s a horrible brat 

And I’m too old for that... for that tart?  

So I must forget the Lolita. 



© Sebastian Rex, 2012   52 

She comes on to me like a desert in a spade. What the fuck? Come on, what comes on 

to something very strongly. Moth to flames, but isn’t that a clichéd metaphor? Ah, 

who cares? They’re paedophiles anyway. She comes to me like a moth to a flame, I 

know I should feel guilty... no. That’s not right. She comes to me, um... come on. And 

though to turn her down would indeed be a shame. The phrasing here is all fucked up. 

She comes to me like a moth to a flame 

And though to turn her down would be an awful shame 

I must get rid 

And... come on, this should be an easy one. And turn off the lid, and breed... um... 

nah... I can’t find anything.  

So... I must say no 

Tell her to go 

And forget the Lolita. 

This is perfect. I just need some music for this now. Man, this can be my new single. 

Everybody will go, like, ‘Whoa? What happened to Arden? He became all dark and 

shit!’ and I’ll be, like, ‘Yeah. Man! I’m dark and serious now.’ I should write only 

dark tracks. OK, quickly. Write this all down. 

‘Forget The Lolita’ by Arden 

‘She’s young, she’s supple and her skin as pure as snow 

Yet, she’s bad, she’s rotten and there’s a dark heart behind that glow 

She’s a horrible brat 

And I’m too old for that (tart) 

So I must forget the Lolita 

She comes on to me like a moth to a flame 

And though to turn her down would be an awful shame 

I must say no 

Tell her to go 

And forget the Lolita’ 

Perfect. Fantastic.  

I’m very proud of myself. Can I go home now? I want to go home now. Please. Home. 

Now. Yeah, well, I guess I did do well today. And I wrote something. A song. No 

music yet, but it’s a start. And this one will be controversial. I mean, I did more than 

write a song. I’ve decided on the new angle this album will go to. Isn’t that great? 
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Dark. Songs about death and paedophiles and necrophilia and paedophilia-necrophilia. 

Yeah... forget the dead Lolita. That could be the sequel to the song. Cheer up all those 

paedophiles-necrophiles who need constant help. Maybe I should do a concept album 

instead. The story of the misunderstood paedophile. I’ve always wanted to do a 

concept album. That could be cool. He’ll, like... I don’t know. We’ll start in his 

childhood. How he was molested, then go through his psyche and to his inevitable 

demise. I can be the greatest rock singer in the world with an album like that. It’ll be 

controversial, and people will try to ban it. Maybe not. Maybe I’ll just do a concept 

album about a couple falling in love. Eugh. I disgust myself at times. OK. Come on. 

Shut up and get yourself home you idiot. I wonder if they’re still at it. Well, still 

asleep, that is. Maybe they’re already awake and up and about and out and away. 

Maybe not, though. How long have I been out anyway? Only a couple of hours. I 

wouldn’t hold my breath. Oooh, a song about somebody who died because he tried to 

break the record for holding his breath for the longest time. 

Rise and shine, kiddies, Papa Arden is home and he wants his house. Ah, they are still 

asleep. Aren’t you proud, Mama Betsey? Our little children are still here sleeping. I 

don’t remember their names, but what’s love got to do with memory? Great title for a 

song about an amnesic person who remembers he loves someone, but doesn’t 

remember why. What does an amnesic person feel like, anyway? I wish I could find 

one and talk to them. I wonder what they are dreaming about. Maybe they can also 

dream about another me in another place, or maybe they dream about other ‘thems’ in 

another place. Is this even normal? It’s never happened to me before. Perhaps it’s just 

something that happens to everyone when they reach thirty-one. I should ask someone. 

Who has been thirty-one? Maybe I’m just completely insane. But hey, I managed to 

go a day without thinking of Gina. That’s a good step forward. Perhaps, there’s hope 

for me yet. Maybe that’s why I’m dreaming about that Arden – it’s a mechanism to 

deal with break-ups. It’s a way for me to be concentrating on something else and not 

thinking about Gina. Yes. That’s it.  

I’m bored. Maybe I should eat something. I really shouldn’t eat out of boredom. I 

should eat out of that thing... what is it called? Hunger, you idiot! Not boredom. 

Eating from boredom is bad for you. OK, I’m hungry. I’m not bored. I’m thrilled and 

excited to sit and stare at three comatose people in my flat, on my sofa, but I’m just so 

hungry that I can’t concentrate any more. OK. What should I eat? How about Chinese 



© Sebastian Rex, 2012   54 

food? That sound pretty good. Yeah, I’m craving Chinese food. That would be great 

to eat. OK, Come on, to the kitchen we go, hi ho! 

Now, what can I eat in here? Surprisingly enough, there is no Chinese food. I guess I 

can order some. But no... it’s a waste of everything, I’m sure I can do without Chinese 

food. So, what do I want to eat? What is there to eat? Pizza? Pizza? PIZZA! Yes. 

Hello, Mr Pizza. How delicious are you today? Oh, I crack myself up. Talking to a 

pizza as if it was a Mr. How hilarious am I? Shut up and eat, you idiot! 

Should I turn the light on? There’s something quite melancholic about eating cold 

pizza in a cold and dark room all alone. And slightly bored. Slightly? Who am I 

kidding? Then again, what’s wrong with melancholic? It might inspire me for my next 

track! Sitting alone in a dark and cold room with a cold pizza and a dark mind. Is that 

too long for a title? This pizza is disgusting. Well, maybe I shouldn’t eat it. Yeah? 

How long has it been in there anyway? And maybe you should shut up your face 

before I make it shut up for you. What do you think of that, big shot? Stop threatening 

yourself and eat. Sit down and eat your dinner, boys. Be quiet. Relax. Calm down. 

Pizza. Eat. Tasty. Well, not tasty. But food, nonetheless. Only a few more bites to go, 

big boy. I’m sure you can do it. I believe in you, Pizza Pan! It does have a strange 

smell. That’s probably just fridge smell, isn’t it?! Oooh... my stomach is making a 

strange noise. Perhaps I really shouldn’t eat it. Ach, screw it. At least mild indigestion 

will help me shit more. So what the hell? Let’s go for it. 

Yummy! Well done! You see? OK. Now I’ve eaten. Now I’m full. What do I do now? 

Smoke a cigarette? Go to sleep? Sounds great. I think I’ll do both. But it’s really early. 

Yeah, but if I go to sleep now I can find out what’s happening with Arden. Shut up. 

You are not going to sleep for that! That’s pathetic and frankly, quite scary. 

Well, the sooner I go to sleep, the sooner I will wake up tomorrow, and perhaps 

tomorrow is more interesting. Yeah, that’s why I want to go to sleep. Not because of 

the gorgeous Helena. Or the lovely Joshua. I mean, it’s just Thursday tomorrow. It 

means he is going to the office all day. Why would I want to sit in an office all day? I 

want to go to sleep, because the sooner I go to sleep, the sooner I wake up tomorrow, 

and who knows, perhaps tomorrow I can finish my album and get rid of the guests 

and actually have a proper day. That’s it. I want a proper day, which will clearly not 

happen today, so I might as well sleep and finish this horrible day. 
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As soon as I finish this cigarette. But don’t stress. I’m sure I can wait and relax. 

Anyway, I need to fall asleep somehow. What shall I do? Down five shots of vodka? 

That sounds like a pretty good idea. Though I’d go for eight shots. I wish I hadn’t had 

the pizza now. Anyway, maybe if I drink enough vodka, I won’t remember my 

dreams at all. Yeah. That would solve both problems. Ach, come on. Who am I 

kidding? Put yourself in bed, and I’m sure you could fall asleep. It’s early, but you 

didn’t sleep much last night, and today you were quite active. Just don’t dream about 

paedophiles-necrophiles.  

So, no vodka? Maybe not. Off to bed. 

Just close your eyes. Think about nothing. Put yourself in a dark room and Om... 

Om... 

Om... 

One... two... three... four... five... six... what am I counting? No counting tonight. Just 

relax and breathe. Breathe in... two... three... four... five... breathe out... two... three... 

four... five... that’s nice. Keep this rhythm and float. Imagine you are on a boat in a 

calm sea. It is night, dark. Everything is black. No moon, no stars. In the water – 

floating, flowing, flying... that was very pretty. Should I write it down? No. I’m sure 

I’ll remember it tomorrow. It’s too beautiful to forget. 

Just like Gina. She’s so beautiful. Hey, don’t make my heart sad. Stay happy and 

positive and optimistic. Come on. Keep floating. Relax. Relax. Om... shit! I promised 

Jez a... no. Stop it! 

Om... 

Shhh... that’s it. Good... nice... that’s pretty... 
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Thursday, March 1st 
 

Oh God. I don’t want to wake up. I want to sit outside. I want to write songs. Helena! 

Where’s Helena?  

“Hey. Good morning. What time is it?” 

“It’s five in the morning.” 

“Oh, God. I knew it felt too early. What are you doing up so early?” 

“I don’t feel so great. I’ve been sick.” 

Oh, shit. She’s pregnant. I can’t believe I’m going to be a dad again after all these 

years. I should tell her this. 

“Why are you smiling?” 

“I just remembered the good news. I’m so happy. This is just so amazing. I can’t 

believe I’m going to be a father again. It’s just...”  

Is she crying? Why is she crying? Did I do something wrong?  

“Why are you crying? What did I do?” 

“You are such an idiot. I am crying because I’m happy. Ignore me. It’s probably the 

hormones. Heh...” 

Maybe I should do something nice for her.  

“Hormones, eh? Shall I make us some breakfast?” 

“That’s a lovely idea. Thank you.” 

Fantastic.  

“I’ll make eggs on toast.” 

“Eggs on toast? Since when do we eat that?” 

“What’s wrong with that?” 

“Nothing. It’s just... can you just make me a boiled egg or something? That would be 

enough for me.” 

She’s right.  

“I’ll make us soldiers and eggs. How does that sound?” 

“Perfect.” 

It is so kind of me to make her breakfast. Well, maybe it’s not that kind. I guess it’s 

kind of my job to do this. Well, why should she always make me food and I never 

cook? Apart from the obvious fact that I can’t cook. I should start learning now. She’s 

pregnant and I should be able to take care of her now. It’s my job now. It’s always 
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been your job, you idiot. I disgust myself at times. I hope she isn’t angry with me. 

Maybe she despises me. Maybe she got pregnant to give her life some meaning. 

Maybe she hates me so much. How could I have been married to her for thirteen years 

and still be afraid of these things? The TV is still turned off. Good. It feels so right to 

never watch it. Oh. No. I didn’t time the eggs. How long have they been in for? I 

always ruin everything I cook. OK. Take them out. I think they should be ready. 

“Morning.” 

“Why are you up so early? Where’s Mum?”  

How lovely. Now we can all eat together. 

“Sit down. We’re having breakfast.” 

“It’s really early.” 

“Hey, honey. What are you doing up?” 

“I don’t know. I heard noises so I came down.”  

God. I wish they’d just shut up and enjoy this moment like me. 

“Guys, who cares why we’re up? But look. We’re up, and breakfast is ready, so let’s 

sit and eat and enjoy some family time.”  

Hey, they’re doing what I said. I feel so mighty and powerful all of a sudden.  

“OK. Thank you. Help yourselves.” 

I just hope the eggs are not overdone. Well, actually, I’d rather they be overdone than 

underdone. Oh, I really hope they are ok. Hey, just bloody break one and check. Here 

goes... damn, overdone. Well, at least they are edible. 

“Honey, you’ve...”  

Don’t say it. 

“I know!”  

“... overdone the...” 

Great. Just make me feel like an idiot. Like a useless idiot who can’t cook. Well, at 

least it’s nice to sit here, all of us together... 

“It’s nice to sit here, all of us together.” 

Yay, they’re smiling. They are enjoying it too. I love my family so much. I would 

never want to change them for anything in the world. So what do those dreams mean? 

Why am I still dreaming them? Why does that other life seem so appealing to me? 

Why can’t I be happy with what makes me happy? I mean, the dreams are too vivid to 
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not mean anything. I wish I paid more attention in psychology classes at school. 

Maybe I should go see someone... 

“That was lovely, thank you.” 

“Yes, thanks.” 

“You’re both welcome.”  

I hope she’s feeling better. I shouldn’t ask her, as Josh may wonder why she isn’t 

feeling good. Just look at her and try signalling with your eyes. Damn, she’s not 

getting it.  

“Honey, would you like me to stay home today?” 

“No, I’m fine. Thanks.” 

Why doesn’t she want me to stay with her? Maybe she needs some time off. Some 

‘her’ time. Heh! She wants to do her hair! Her her hair hare heir. No. That has a silent 

‘h’. ... oh, exciting. Anyway, why doesn’t she want to spend time with me?! Hey, 

don’t get angry about that. It’s fine if she needs some time away from you. It’s natural, 

you know. Stop it. Stop occupying your mind with this bullshit and go get ready for 

work. Fine. I’ll go and get ready.  

“Josh, go and get dressed.” 

Don’t look at her as you walk up the stairs. Good. That showed her. You idiot. Who 

are you punishing? She’s pregnant, for heaven’s sake. You can’t behave like this 

anymore. And be careful not to say anything to Josh. I hope he’s getting ready. I can’t 

hear him.  

“Josh! Are you ready?” 

What the fuck am I doing? I’m not ready yet. Come on. Get dressed. Where is the 

jacket? 

“Yes. Are you?” 

Damn. Now I shot myself in the leg.  

“Is lunch ready?” 

Yeah, drop it on Helena. How noble of you... come on. Shoes. 

“It’s ready!” 

OK. Come on. Other shoe... 

“I’m coming.” 

“I’ll wait in the car.” 

“OK. I’ll be there in ten seconds.” 
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I’ll never make it in ten seconds. Come on. Try it. Ten... eight... I mean, nine! Eight... 

seven... six... see? You’re just getting down the stairs now. Ach, I lost count. 

“Bye, honey.” 

“Your lunch.” 

“Oh, yeah.” 

“Have a good dream.” 

“What?” 

“What what?” 

“What did you say?” 

“I wished you a good day.” 

“Did you say day or dream?” 

“What are you talking about?” 

“Nothing. Have a nice day too.” 

Dream... dream... dream... whenever I want you, all I have to do, is dream... why the 

hell is this dream haunting me? Why am I still dreaming it? Why? Who is that 

person? What the hell is going on? 

“Dad? Aren’t we going?” 

What?  

“What?”  

Shit... what am I doing? Come on, drive! 

“Of course. Sorry.” 

So come on. What can the dream mean? Why am I dreaming it? What can it possibly 

be trying to tell me? Who is that person? Does he exist? How did that song go? 

Maybe I can try singing it... perhaps Josh knows it.  

“In the zoo? Yes?” 

Did he just say something? Shit.  

“What?” 

“Are you excited?” 

“About what?” 

“About going to the zoo on Saturday!” 

“What?”  

Zoo? Oh, damn. Of course. We’re going to the zoo... 

“Of course I’m excited. It’s going to be fun.” 
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“I know. We’ll have a great time... and we can see the sharks” 

Maybe Josh can help me with this. Maybe I’m missing something obvious about 

dreams. Something that is just under my nose. He’s young enough to be able to have 

some more basic untainted concepts... 

“Josh... do you ever dream?” 

“I dunno...” 

“You don’t know?” 

“I guess so.” 

“What do you think happens when you dream?” 

“You sleep.” 

“I mean, what are dreams?” 

“I dunno...” 

“You have no idea what they might be?” 

“Um, not really, no...” 

“OK. Never mind.”  

I guess that didn’t really help me much. OK. Maybe it’s something in the names. 

Baby... Anthony... Jeremy... Betsey... 

“Dad, the light’s green.” 

What the hell am I doing?  

“Dad, you can stop the car here.” 

For heaven’s sake. What’s wrong with me?! 

“Have a great day.” 

“Thanks. You too.” 

Idiot! Idiot! Idiot! Wait. Josh is coming back. 

“Dad, I love you.” 

... 

... 

... 

Wow... that was... I mean... what is wrong with me? I have the best child in the world, 

and I’m still obsessing about some figment of my imagination. Maybe it’s time I pay 

less attention to my dreams and more attention to my awake family. Good God. I’m 

such an idiot. Such a big huge idiot. I need to make it up to them. What can I do 

tonight? Let’s spend a nice evening together. With pizza and the jigsaw. Pizza! That’s 
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a great idea. I’ll get us some pizza. That would be a nice gesture. And we can be 

together and enjoy our company. Me, Helena, Josh and Foetus. Maybe that’s what we 

should call him. Foetus. I must remember to share this joke with Helena. Why joke? 

Come on, let’s really call him Foetus. Shut up, you idiot.  

“Good morning.” 

“Morning, Arden.” 

Right. Here I am. All alone with my sense of humour, and the colleagues. Damn 

them! 

Hey, that could be a name for a rock band – My Sense of Humour and the Colleagues. 

I should tell the other Arden about this. No. No! You will not think about him now. 

Stop it. Forget about him. Forget about everything. Focus on today. More important. 

Come on. Computer. Look at the computer. Here I am. I can see myself in the 

reflection. I look very dark... oof! I can’t stop imagining that cabin, where the 

blowjobs happened. 

I just don’t understand. Is this some sort of midlife crisis? I’m too young for that. 

Maybe it’s because I married too early and had a child at such a young age, so it 

causes me to get my midlife crisis earlier. I just don’t understand. I’ve never had self-

doubts. I never questioned anything. Why now? Why do I have to start looking at 

these things now? It’s too late. I know who I am. And I’m happy with it. So why am I 

dreaming about someone else? And what are all these images that keep running in my 

head? I can’t even make sense of them. What are you? Who are you? What do you 

want from me? Leave me alone. Stop it. Stare at the computer. Stare! Leave me alone. 

Stop thinking. Stop looking! Stop everything. Just be quiet! Shut up! Shhh! Shhh!  

“SHUT UP!”  

Shit. Shit. Shit. People are looking. 

“Sorry... the computer... you know what it’s like. Ignore me.” 

Great. As if they don’t think I’m weird enough as it is! Where are they all going? 

Why are they running away from me? Are they scared of me? Why is everybody 

going to the kitchen? Oh, it’s lunchtime. How can that be? That’s impossible. How 

can it be lunch? How did these hours pass by? What’s wrong with me? I’m losing my 

mind, aren’t I?! I am definitely losing my mind! Something is wrong with me. I 

should go see a doctor. I don’t think a doctor could help. Something is wrong. Help 

me. Why is wrong? What is wrong, not why! You can’t even talk properly. I’m not 
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talking. I’m thinking. Fine. You can’t even think properly. What is wrong with your 

brain today, Arden? I bet it’s that horrible dream. Enough with that dream. Stop 

talking about it, thinking! Stop thinking about it! 

Why isn’t it five pm yet? Well, I’m getting there. Oh, my. I haven’t done any work 

yet today. Come on. Arden. You can’t keep on doing this. You will get fired. Who 

cares if I get fired? I don’t care anymore. Well, your baby cares. And Helena cares. 

You’re too young for a midlife crisis, and if you’re not, and it really is a midlife crisis, 

buy a fucking car. Hey, language. Behave yourself Arden. How come nobody’s 

noticed I’m not doing any work? I’m sure this is a sign I must resign. This must be a 

sign that what I’m doing is pointless. Is this really want I wanted to do when I was 

younger? Oh, no! You’re not getting into that old cliché. I don’t care what I wanted as 

a child. I care about what I want now. Fine! Is this what I want now? This is how I 

want to live my life. Yes, I don’t care what I do. What I care about is Josh and Helena 

and little foetus thing. Damn it. Lunchtime is over now. I don’t want to eat, anyway. 

But I’m hungry. Maybe I’ll get two pizzas today. So we will have a lot to eat. Perhaps 

that would be better. Maybe a pizza will cheer me up, too. What should I have on the 

pizza? That’s a great idea. Think about pizza toppings and you won’t have to 

concentrate on your lack of identity. Oh, come on. Don’t be so hard on yourself. It’s 

not a lack of identity. It’s just a small crisis. A mini-crisis. Not even that. It’s just me 

thinking. It’s normal to think. Natural. So why has it never happened to me before? 

Why now? What’s wrong? Well, the dreams are very strong and make quite an impact 

on me. So it’s ok. It’s fine. It’s understandable. Strong dreams, about a life I didn’t 

live, a life I never dreamt of living and never imagined living. Every night for a few 

days. It makes sense that it will affect me and make me think about who I am, and 

what I want, et cetera, right? Of course. OK. So I can relax. Pizza toppings. 

Mushrooms. I have to have mushrooms. And maybe meat. Maybe we should have one 

meat one and one vegetarian one. I don’t care about pizza toppings. I’ll just tell them 

to put whatever toppings they want on. I don’t care about anything. That’s a lie. You 

care about Helena, and you care about Josh and even about Foetus. Seriously, you 

have to stop calling him that. You might eventually call him that when he’s born. I 

think I have plenty of time to not have to think about it. Or to think about it. Stop 

talking. I want some peace and quiet until five o’clock, when I’m free. Oh, wow. It’s 

almost five. This is amazing. I guess thinking has a positive side to it. I can get 

through the day on thinking alone. Fantastic. OK. Start packing. I hate myself. Wow, 
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where did that come from? That’s new. Oh, come on. Just be happy. You’ve finished 

for the day and you can go and get pizza. Eat with your loving family. What can be 

wrong in your life? Everything is great. Yeah, right. Nobody’s even talking to me at 

work. Since when do you care? When was the last time you talked to somebody at 

work? You don’t talk to anyone. You never have and never will... stop talking. A few 

moments of quiet. How do I get rid of you, for heaven’s sake? I don’t know if that’s 

even possible. OK. Log out and get out.  

“Goodbye.”  

As if anybody cares...  

Maybe I shouldn’t drive home. I don’t think I’m in a fit state. My mind is clearly 

somewhere else, and when driving it’s dangerous. Maybe I’ll just get a taxi home, but 

how will I explain it to Helena? No. It’s not a good idea. Just be careful when you 

drive. Oh, and don’t forget to stop by the pizza place. Maybe I should call them now 

and tell them to get them ready. Yes. Why wait fifteen minutes there? OK. I’ll call. 

Do I have their number anywhere? I should have it written down somewhere, I think. 

Ah, here it is. OK... come on. I want to get out of here, answer already. Tu tu... come 

on! I want to... 

“Pizza Antonio, how can I help you?” 

“Yes, hello. I’d like to order two pizzas for takeaway.” 

“You pick up?” 

“Yes, I’ll pick them up in about fifteen minutes. Is that ok?” 

“OK. What pizza you like?” 

“I don’t care. Can I have one with meat and one vegetarian?” 

“No problem. Name?” 

“Arden. I’ll see you in fifteen minutes.” 

“Ciao, Signor Arden.” 

He doesn’t even sound Italian. I bet he’s not really Italian and he’s just pretending to 

be for clients. His name is probably John or William or something. Yeah, he’s a Bill... 

his family comes from Poland, no, that’s not far enough from Italy. His family comes 

from Australia, or I don’t know. Well, he does make good pizzas, so I guess that’s the 

most important thing. The most important thing is that I won’t be made a fool of, you 

fucking bastard. I want to kill him and his whole Australian family. OK, calm down. 

Let it all out. Anger out, serenity in. Anger out, serenity in. Anger out, serenity in... 
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maybe I should stop the car. I don’t think I should be driving in my state. No, I’ll be 

fine. I’m sure I’ll be fine. Come on. Let’s get the pizzas and get home and then I’m 

sure seeing Helena and Josh will just make me happy. I’m addicted to them, I think. 

I’m addicted to my family. Well, that’s a nice positive thing to get addicted to, isn’t 

it? At least I’m not addicted to pizzas. Saying that, I do love a good Italian pizza. And 

now I just need to find a place to park. Oh, come on. There’s nowhere for me. I just 

need to go in and collect it. It won’t take me long. Should I double park? That’s a 

horrible thing to do, but I am going in for three minutes and then I’m out of here. OK. 

Come on. Do it. Be brave, and be quick, and be hopeful the owner of this blue car 

won’t come back, and if they do come back be hopeful it’s a pretty naïve lady 

wearing a green mini-skirt and a blouse with big curly blonde hair and massive 

sunglasses and not a tough old scary guy with tattoos and piercings and stuff. And put 

the thingies on. What are they called? Double... blinkers? I don’t know. Never mind. 

Money is prepared. 

“Hello, I’m here to collect pizzas.” 

“Si. What is the name?” 

Where’s the Australian bastard? This woman’s gorgeous. 

“Um... Signor Arden...”  

Shit.  

“I mean Arden” 

“Here you go.” 

Give her the money and run. Come on, before someone gets to your car or Antonio 

comes out and gets on your nerves again. She doesn’t look Italian either, but who 

cares? She’s beautiful. Unlike what I’m gonna look like if I don’t stop staring at her 

and run back to my car that is still on and might annoy someone with piercings. Come 

on. Move it. Come on! Come on! Thank God! Nobody came.  

Wow, the pizzas smell great. Too good. I’m really hungry now. I want to eat them. 

Should I take a bite now? No. I can wait. I’m a big boy. And I’ll be home in two 

minutes anyway. Oh God... this is killing me. It just smells so good. Pizza, pizza... 

and I’m hungry. I forgot about that. I’m starving. I skipped lunch today. Well, I’m 

hungry. That happens. I can live with that, and I’m home anyway. God, stop talking to 

yourself. If you don’t have anything interesting to say, say nothing at all. Now move 

out of the way, let me park and come in. 
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Helena and Josh are working on the jigsaw in the living room. I’m not sure I’m happy 

with that. Why are they doing it without me? Oh, shut up. Look how happy they are. 

I’m very happy we give Josh so much attention. Both Helena and me. I don’t know. 

Henry and Isabel never have time for their kids. They just sit them in front of the TV 

all day and go to sleep. And Charlie and Katherine... well, I don’t know when they 

ever see their kids. I’m just glad we don’t let Josh watch the TV. We play with him. 

We are great parents. We give him all our time and energy. Well done, us. God, that 

reminds me of that horrible story I read about – that kid that was left alone in the 

house and fell out the window and died. I should tell Helena about that. What if that 

child was Josh? What if Josh falls out the window? What if something happens to him 

and he dies? What if he just gets out the window and crashes and dies and then I 

won’t have Josh anymore? Oh God! 

“What happened?” 

What... what happened? I... 

“I’m sorry. I dropped them. I was a bit shaken.” 

“Are you OK, Arden?” 

I... am I? I don’t think I am.  

“I think so.” 

It’s ok. Move on. You don’t need to share.  

“I’m ok. Let’s go and eat.” 

I’m hungry.  

“I’m just hungry. That’s what’s wrong. But I’m fine, so let’s go and eat.”  

Why are they looking at me so strangely?  

“Sit down, honey. I’ll get the plates.” 

I want to hug Josh.  

“Come here. Josh.”  

“What’s that for?” 

That’s not nice... 

“That’s because I love you and I won’t let anything bad ever happen to you.” 

“Whatever.” 

Is he just behaving like a teenager? I got him pizza. Well, you got yourself pizza too. 

Come on. Eat it and enjoy it. Meat or vegetarian? I can’t decide... I think maybe I’ll 

eat meat. 



© Sebastian Rex, 2012   66 

“Thank you for the pizzas. Though maybe next time tell me not to cook.” 

Oh, great. I knew I should have told her.  

“I’m sorry. I wanted to tell you but it’s been a bit of a mad day.” 

“Busy day at work?” 

Oh, dear. How do I get out of this one without lying? I guess my mind was busy and it 

was at work... so I don’t know.  

“Yeah. I had a lot going on in my head today.” 

“Well, I’m glad you got pizza. I like pizza.” 

“Thanks.” At least one of them is happy.  

“I like pizza too. So thank you very much.” 

Good. Everybody’s happy.  

“Good. Everybody’s happy.” 

“Dad, can we do some more of the jigsaw after dinner?” 

I really want to go to sleep already. Though it is way too early and I am not even close 

to being tired. How can I get myself to fall asleep quicker? Jigsaw? No, no... that 

won’t make me tired. I need to do something active and exhausting! No! No! No! No! 

You need to spend time with your son and not with your dreams. For heaven’s sake, 

imagine if he does fall out the window! No! Don’t! Don’t even think about it! Pink 

elephants! Green fields! In the beginning, God created the heaven and the earth and 

the earth was a void. Oh dear... it’s alarming that I went straight to God. Well, I guess 

technically I didn’t really go straight to God... I just had this text in my mind. 

“Dad?” 

“Yes. Of course we can do the jigsaw. How much more of it have you done?”  

“We’re doing pretty well...” 

“OK... let’s go.” 

“Mum, you coming too?” 

“Sure. Give me a few minutes to clear up and put the dinner I cooked in the fridge.” 

I think I’m going to have to make it up to her. Go and kiss her... I know what you can 

do. Whisper in her ear... come on. She smells great.  

“I’m sorry.”  

Result! She’s smiling. That’s all I wanted. You can go now. Your work here is done, 

Signor Arden. Go jigsaw your way through life. Oh wow, that was deep. Jigsawing 

our way through life... this is more or less how I felt today at work. Just trying to find 



© Sebastian Rex, 2012   67 

the missing pieces. Perhaps that’s what these dreams are. Missing jigsaws of my life. 

Arden, shut up! You stopped making sense about five minutes ago! Just shut up! Be 

quiet! You sound pathetic. 

“Dad! This piece goes here.” 

“What’s wrong with you lately? You stop hearing us... you just drift away and ignore 

us completely...” 

Oh, no. Do I really?  

“I’m so sorry. I just had a lot on my mind recently.” 

“You do? Why don’t you tell me?” 

Great. Another hole. I really must stop digging myself into these holes. Well, why 

would you consider this to be a hole? Maybe it’s a good place. Maybe you can just 

tell her now. Talk to her. Make her understand your situation and your dreams and the 

way you feel. Maybe she has some tips and advice and thoughts about why you are 

dreaming these things and what you can do to stop them. Stop them? Who said 

anything about...? 

“Arden!” 

Oh, shit.  

“I’m so sorry. I was just thinking about what you said.” 

“What is wrong with you?” 

“Nothing... nothing. Really.” 

“Mum, should I go to bed?” 

“Are you tired?” 

“A little bit...” 

“Do you want to go to sleep now, or is Daddy being a bit weird and scary?” 

“Arden. Shut up.” 

“You’re not weird and scary.” 

“Hey, if it makes you feel any better, Daddy wants to go to sleep soon too.” 

“You do?” 

“Go upstairs and I’ll come up in a minute to say goodnight.” 

“OK...” 

There. Daddy is not scary. 

“What is wrong with you, Arden, and why on earth do you want to go to sleep? Do 

you know what time it is?” 
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I don’t want to tell her why I want to go to sleep so early... what do I say to her? Hey, 

honey, I’m addicted to my dreams. I can’t go another minute without finding out what 

my mind is going to make up about the life of a rock star, his orgies, his high life and 

everything I am not and you can’t offer me. Just don’t go to sleep so early. Find 

something to do. I wish we could drink.  

“You’re right. Do you want to have a romantic bath together?”  

“Hmmm... now, there’s a beautiful thought.” 

One more point to Signor Arden.  

“You go run the bath; I’ll take care of Josh.” 

“Take care of him? You’re going to kill him or something?” 

What? How did she know I was thinking about Josh dying? 

“Why do you say that?” 

“Because taking care of someone is slang for killing them.” 

“Yes, I know that... but, why... never mind.” 

“I think a bath would be very good for you. I’ll put some nice oils in there especially 

for you. You really seem on edge.” 

I guess she’s right.  

“Thanks.”  

Maybe it will make me stop dreaming these dreams... but I want to. Do I? Really? I 

really want them? OK. Enough about the dreams. Josh is waiting for me. Oh damn, 

he’s already half asleep. Come on, put the covers over him. Which they are? Pretend 

that you’re tucking him in even more. He wouldn’t know that I’m just faking it... 

come on. Good. And now a goodnight kiss. 

“Goodnight, Joshua. Have pleasant dreams.”  

Hmmm... interesting. I wish we could have a drink in the bath. 

“Oh, honey. I wish we could have a drink now in the bath.” 

I guess great minds think alike.  

“Well, don’t forget. Only on special occasions. Not tonight. Tonight we have the bath 

oils to calm us down and help us fall asleep.” 

“So why do you want to go to sleep so early?” 

“I don’t... I mean, I’m tired.” 

“You’re tired.” 

Excellent! I feel a yawn coming. Perfect timing, baby.  
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“Aaah... see?”  

Why did you have to add the ‘see?’ at the end? Now she’ll think I’m faking it. 

“You’re such an idiot.” 

I know I am.  

“I know I am. Is it ready?”  

“Yes, but be careful. It’s a little bit hot.” 

Gently in... gently in... it’s not too bad. I think I can try to sit down now. Gently... 

gently... it’s ok. My body is coping. OW! Penis is burning! OK. Out. Out! Abort ship.  

“Too hot?” 

Yes, she is... wow. She’s amazing.  

“Yes, my darling. You are definitely too hot! Give me a kiss.” 

“Hey, we’re having a clean bath today. Not a dirty bath.” 

“I know. Clean bath.” 

“I know you’ve been a bit sex-crazed lately, but I just want to relax and clean my 

body tonight.” 

“No problem.”  

Try getting in again. OK. My feet are still OK. Start sitting down. Hold your genitalia. 

Buttocks in. It’s OK. Release the genitalia. Gently... it’s all fine. I can get used to this. 

“Why aren’t you lying back and relaxing?” 

“I’m just getting used to the water still.” 

“I told you to wait.” 

What?  

“No. No need to wait. I just need to get my body used to the temperature.”  

She’s so weird at times. Tell her. She calls you an idiot after all. “You’re weird!” 

“Shut up!” 

OK. I’m feeling fine in here now.  

“You can come in.” 

“It’s not too hot?” 

“Well, it’s still hot, but I’ve got used to it already. So I’m sure you can too.” 

“OW! For fuck’s sake!” 

“Hey, Josh is asleep. And mind your language anyway.” 

“I’m sorry. It’s just hot. Hot... hot...” 

“So get out.” 
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“No. No! I need to get used to it. Ha! Ah!” 

“OK, just calm down. Relax. Smell the oils.” 

“I am calm. This is me calm.” 

“OK. Let’s just relax... there we go... that’s it. Relax, enjoy... slowly but surely.”  

Now we’re fine.  

“Is this better?” 

“Yes. Much better. Thanks.” 

“It’s OK... you’re welcome.” 

“I love taking baths!” 

I hate taking baths. Is this wrong of me? I just don’t get it.  

“It’s OK. I know you don’t like them too much. You can get out in a few minutes as 

always.” 

“Thank you.”  

What more does a man need apart from a wife who knows, understands and accepts 

him? 

“Though I will never be able to understand or accept your dislike of baths. I mean, 

it’s the most fantastic...” 

 I take it back. What more does a man need apart from a... what was I saying? Damn. 

It could have been a funny joke. Never mind. Jokes aren’t everything in life. I’m so 

excited. Soon I can go to sleep. Now I am with my wife naked and wet. Life is great. I 

want a kiss. 

“No. I told you. Clean bath.” 

“I know. I only wanted a small kiss.” 

“Well, that’s OK.” 

This feels great... OK. Too much of a good thing is a bad thing. I’m outta here. That’s 

funny. Say it out loud. Aloud!  

“I’m outta here.”  

Damn. It sounded better in my head.  

“OK, honey. See you in bed.” 

It can take her hours now.  

“Hey, would you mind if I go to sleep? I’m really tired.” 

“Of course not. Sleep well, and I’ll see you tomorrow.” 
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Great. Get me to a beddery! I don’t even feel like brushing my teeth tonight. I just 

want to sleep... come on. Into bed.  

“Goodnight, honey.” 

What’s taking her so long to reply?  

“Goodnight.”  

That’s better. 

Why am I smiling, anyway? Come on. Life is good. Great wife, great kids, let’s see 

how this ageing rock star is doing... he’s not ageing. He’s my age. Well, obviously. 

Come on. Relax... shhh... life is good. Focus on that. Sleep. Happy. Everything is 

lovely. Just stop thinking. Shhh... goodnight... goodnight... shhh... keep smiling. 

 

 

Keep smiling... smile. You’re happy. Why the fuck shouldn’t you smile? Everything 

is good. Is it? What’s good? Come on, you. Make a list. I want a list of all that’s good. 

A list. A list... hey, the guys are gone. Are they? God, I hope they are. Oooh. A note. I 

love getting notes when I wake up. ‘If you change your mind, call me...’ Stupid girl. 

And a message on my voice mail. I feel like I’ve won a popularity contest today. Oh, 

come off it. Shut up and listen to your messages. It might be... you know... come on. 

“Hey, Arden. Thanks again for a great party. We went back to the city, but I’ll give 

you a ring later. Thanks again. Bye.”  

Party? Who the fuck is he kidding? 

“You arsehole! You’re thanking me for giving you a chance to fuck two young girls.” 

What party, anyway? I didn’t even do anything. Fucking horny idiot.  

“Fucking horny idiot.”  

Not me. Him. Well, I guess I had my share of fun with the girl... if I can call it fun. I 

guess it wasn’t that impressive. Come on, coffee... breakfast. What’s there to eat 

today? There’s no food in here... I should call Jeremy. I need more food here... come 

on. What should I eat today? What can I eat? Oh, damn. There’s some oatmeal left. I 

guess I could just make some porridge. Do I have honey anywhere? OK. I guess that 

could be OK. Should I make it properly or just stick it in the microwave? I hate 

microwaves. But they’re OK for oatmeal. That’s true. Fine. I’ll use this microwave. 

Wow. I don’t think I’ve used it for years. I hope I still remember how it works. A-ha... 

one minute... that’s that. And now this one. And... OK. It’s going. Let’s hope it’s 



© Sebastian Rex, 2012   72 

doing something. With my luck, I’m probably defrosting it now. I wonder if some 

microwaves can have opposite effects. Like freeze things in an instant. I guess 

microelectrogeometricolactoseintollerant waves... or whatever they’re called can’t 

really be cold. I thought the microthingy joke wasn’t too bad. Enough. Food. I think 

it’s ready. OK. It looks fine. A bit hot. Check the centre. Always check the centre 

when you use the microthingywave. Great. Now I’ve gone and made a short-ish? 

word longer. What’s that about? Come on. Put the honey in and go and watch some 

telly. Na na na na na na... no. No. No. No. No. No. No. Wow. I’m not even watching 

them. I’m just flicking automatically. This is astonishing. Come on. There must be 

something good to watch. Hey, I know this song. It really sounds familiar. What is it? 

I know it. Come on. Come on. Na na na... yes. But. What is it? No! You will not 

succumb to this. You will stop now and move on. Move on! 

What should I do now? Should I call Gina? No! You shouldn’t! I just want to talk to 

her. Just ask her how she is doing. Nothing much. Just check that she’s alright. You 

need to call Jez. Not Gina. Jez, not Gin! Jez not Gin! Why not do both? Come on. Just 

quickly, call Gina. Say hello, how are you? Just wanted to make sure you’re OK. 

How’s your family doing? And that’s it. Be casual. Be sweet. Be kind. Be easy. Just 

simple and relaxed. OK. Here goes. Come on... come on... come on... 

“Hi, you’ve reached...” 

Damn it! Why doesn’t she want to talk to me? For fuck’s sake! Fuck you, bitch! I hate 

you! You are a fucking bitch! Bitch! Bitch! Bitch! 

“Bitch!” 

No. Come on, you shouldn’t say that. She’s not a bitch. 

“I’m sorry.” 

Call Jeremy. You need to tell him about the food situation too. Whatever. Come on. 

She’s not worth the energy. You need to write today, and you need to eat too. So, call 

Jeremy for fuck’s sake. Fine. I’ll do it. 

She’s so annoying. I just don’t understand why she’s playing these... 

“Hello my dear boy.” 

“Hey. Jez.” 

“What can I do you for?” 

“I’m running out of food. And the place is a tip too.” 

“A tip too?” 
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“Very funny. Yeah. It’s a tip. So can you sort it out?” 

“I’ll send someone over with some groceries straight away.” 

“And she’ll also clean?” 

“I’ll get someone. Don’t worry. Now tell me some good news.” 

“I wrote three songs.” 

“That’s more like it. I’m very happy. Can’t wait to hear them.” 

“OK. I’ll... uh... go work on them.” 

“Talk to you soon. Update me.” 

“Bye.” 

That was weird. He sounded drunk or something. What’s up with him? Oh, wow. The 

dream. I just realised... I have these images in my head. Pizza on the floor, the child, 

the wife, the door. The son... the window. God. Where’s my notebook? Come on. 

Come on. Quickly. 

‘My Son Out The Window’ by Arden. ‘Pizzas on the floor, stillness by the door...’ 

Um...‘Just back from the store. My son out the window.’ Wow. OK. Go on. 

‘Jigsawing through life, only with my wife,’ what rhymes with wife... strife? What’s 

strife? In my strife? Yeah, in my strife. Oh wait, isn’t that stride? Damn. Wife, life, 

knife... oh that’s not bad. ‘I want to buy a knife, my son out the window’ ha ha. Come 

on. It’s not that bad. I just need a better rhyme for wife. OK. Leave the lyrics for now. 

Let’s try to find a suitable melody. 

Um. What key should I start in? Come on. Surprise me. Just play whatever comes to 

you naturally, Arden. E minor seventh. Why do I always start with E minor seventh? 

Come on. Change it. Be a bit more adventurous. Just stick your fingers somewhere. 

See what happens. 

OK. Don’t do that one again.   

OK. That’s good. And then that... let’s try this out. 

“Pizzas on the floorStillness by the door  

Just back from the store 

My son out the window.” 

That’s rubbish. Try it again. Come on. This can be a real tear-jerker. Come on. 

“Pizzas on the floor 

Stillness by the door  

Just back from the store 
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My son out the window.” 

Hey, that’s not bad. It’s pretty good, actually. I like it. 

One more time.  

“Pizzas on the floor 

Stillness by the door  

Just back from the store 

My son out the window.” 

Fantastic. I love it. Excellent. But the lyrics are crap. Fuck it all! It’s complete crap 

and shit. I need a fucking break. God, Arden, you are so pathetic. Pathetic? Pathetic... 

pathetic... 

God. I just! Fucking! Fuck! Fuck! 

“FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!” 

“AAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!” 

“Ha ha ha...”  

What is wrong with me? I’m losing my mind. Where is my mind? Fuck, I love the 

Pixies. What’s up with my sanity? Where the hell did all that even come from? For 

heaven’s sake. What’s wrong with me? What’s wrong with me? What’s wrong with 

me? I need to sit down. I need to drink something. I need to relax. Maybe I need some 

weed. That’s what I need. Let’s go out. I want to go out for a walk. I want to see the 

squirrel. Hey, maybe I can give him something to drink. Milk! I have milk! I want 

milk too. I’ll drink some milk and give him some milk. I’ll take the milk with me. 

And a plate. Don’t forget the plate. And I’ll take some weed with me. No. Squirrels 

don’t want to smoke. Or do they? Can squirrels smoke? Come on. Milk. No weed. 

Out. Milk. Now. I hope I can find the squirrel. I wonder where he is. What can I call 

him? Squirry? Well, I guess he doesn’t know we call him a squirrel. I wonder what 

they call themselves. I’m never going to be able to find him. It’s like finding a needle 

in a haystack. This forest is huge. I’m never going to find a tiny little squirrel. But I 

brought him milk. I have milk. Where is he? Where are you? Is that him? I’m bored. 

And I’m tired. Why? I slept so much and I have so much to do. Let’s rest. Let’s sit 

here under this tree. Wow. This is such a beautiful tree. 

It’s calm here. I can free my mind and think about nothing. Or about Gina not 

answering my calls. I mean, what have I actually done to her? Why is she being so 

mean to me? I don’t think I did anything to hurt her. Did I? I really miss her. I just 
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want to talk to her. I want to hear her voice. I want to hear her laughter, and I want to 

tell her about so many things. But she isn’t answering. She won’t give me a chance, 

and I don’t understand why. Why can’t she fucking just fucking talk to me, the cunt?! 

I just want to talk to her. Fucking talk. It’s not like I fucking want to be with her again. 

Just fucking talk. I miss her. Can’t she understand that? I want her in my life again. I 

just feel like I’ve let myself down with this. I ruined everything for both of us. I am 

such a fucked-up idiot. Fucked-up cunt. I can’t believe I called her a cunt, when I’m 

the obvious cunt. I am disgusting. No wonder she doesn’t want to talk to me. I can’t 

blame her. I understand her completely; who would want to talk to me? I can’t even 

find a fucking squirrel. All I do is sit at home, play music and get blowjobs from little 

girls. That’s disgusting. Though it’s pretty cool. I can’t believe this is actually the life 

I live. That’s quite amazing when you think about it. So many people in this world are 

probably jealous of me. But that’s probably because they are idiots who have nothing 

good in their lives. They aren’t missing anything. Oh, shut up, you lying arsehole. 

You have it all and you love it. Don’t pretend you don’t. You’re not talking to anyone 

so there’s no-one to impress. This isn’t live television where you have to pretend. Just 

be honest with yourself. You’re the only person in the world that still listens to you, 

so you might as well be honest with you. Your life is great. It’s fantastic and amazing 

and you love every second of it. You got the coolest blowjob the other day whilst you 

were singing one of your songs. What can be more cathartic than that? Life is good 

for you, so you had better enjoy it. You fucking piece of unappreciative shithead.   

Hey, what’s that? Oh, wow. I think it is him. That’s so cool. Hello. 

“Hello, little squirrel. Do you want some milk? I have some milk for you.” 

Why isn’t he coming?  

“Come on!”  

He’s so cute. So cute.  

“Don’t just stand there and look. Here is the milk. Drink it.”  

Oh, come on. Fuck this. Leave the milk and go back home. What am I going to do 

there now? Oh, for heaven’s sake. 

“My boy out the window...”  

Hey, that’s a good sign. I’m humming it already. That’s great. Great sign. You 

talented little shit, you!  
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Shall I play it again or watch telly? Let’s just quickly flick through the channels and 

then I’ll do some work. Let’s see what’s on. I hope I won’t see myself. Liar. Shut up! 

Just stop talking and start watching. OK. No... no... no... no... television is stupid. It’s 

boring. I hate it. Maybe dream me was right. He’s got everything sorted. A wife, a 

child. Maybe it’s all because he doesn’t watch TV. Maybe that’s what the dreams 

mean. They want to tell me to stop watching TV. Oh, come off it.  

Turn the TV off. Let’s go to work. No, I don’t feel like working. I’ll just walk for a bit. 

Walk and walk and walk. This is boring. Hey, what’s this? ‘If you change your mind 

call me...’ oh yeah. The note she left me. Should I just throw it away? It’s nice to see 

it and be reminded of her liking me. Oh, come on. Are you actually ever going to call 

her? Maybe. That wouldn’t be nice. Come on. You might confuse her. Can you 

actually imagine yourself going out with her? Who knows?! Shut up. You’re just 

being a horny old man and I hate it when you do that so I’m going to fucking throw it 

away. You disgust me. Now, go to your room. Ha ha. That’s cute. But actually, I 

think I probably will go to my room. I’m sure there are things I can do there to pass 

the time until I have to start working. I have to start working now. Come on, there 

must be a good distraction in this room. Something I have to do now. Hey, my photo 

album! Let’s look at it. Oh, I love this one. They look so happy. I should probably 

give them a call. Oh, this one’s lovely. Hey, is this the album with all the exes? Oh 

shit, it is. Oh, wow. So many. I am so cool. Well, I guess I don’t need an album to tell 

me that... Joan... what a gorgeous picture of Emily. I wonder what she’s doing now. 

And Imogen... I think she’s already married, isn’t she? I seem to remember something 

like that. Oh, Thomas, Thomas... where art thou? Elinor... oh, this is too long and too 

depressing. All the what ifs. I’m sick of this. Just skip them all and look for Gina. Oh, 

she’s so... 

What the fuck was that? Oh, it’s the door. That fucking scared me. Is that her? Could 

it be her? Maybe she came around because she missed me. This is going to be so 

creepy if it is actually her. Come on, relax. Gather yourself and go open the door. 

Come on. Come on. Come on. Come on. 

Take a deep breath and be cool. No matter what, just be cool. 

“Hi.” 

“Hello, Mr Arden.” 
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 Fuckity fuck! Goddamn fucking arsehole-licking fucker! She’s as ugly as a piranha 

in drag. 

“I come to clean house, and I bring food.” 

“Well, help yourself. Do whatever you need to do.” 

I don’t want to be here while she fucking cleans. I just want to be alone now. 

“I’m going to go out now, but I’ll be back later.” 

“No problem, Mr Arden. I make house beautiful for you.” 

“Thanks.” 

What am I going to do now? I’ve already been out today. What am I going to do? 

Let’s check if the squirrel is still there. What for? To be ignored by him again? 

What’s the point? Oh, just go and check if he’s there or not. It’s been quite a while. I 

doubt he’ll still be there. Just stop complaining and go and look. I’m not complaining. 

Just talking. I know, and it’s giving me a headache. I want some peace and quiet. A 

walk in the woods can be perfect. And the squirrel isn’t here. I told you. Hey, the 

milk’s gone. I wonder if he drank it. Well, someone must have. That’s so cool. Now I 

feel better about myself. Squirrel! Where are you? 

“Where are you, boy?”  

Boy? He’s not a dog, for heaven’s sake. Come on. Let’s go for a walk. Where am I 

going? What am I doing? Come on... the day is still young. Yeah, don’t remind me. I 

want it to end already. It’s just frustrating. I’m sick of this day. I don’t like it. Hey, but 

you wrote a song. Yeah, thanks to some happy married guy in my dreams. I can’t 

even inspire myself. What the fuck’s your problem? Your dreams are a part of you. 

Edgar Allan Poe only wrote his dreams. Imagine he would credit them to someone 

else. Stupid idiot. You made them up. In your dream, perhaps... but they are still your 

dreams. All yours. So, enjoy the fact that you could imagine having a son and him 

falling out of the window. OK. Maybe I’d prefer these thoughts belonged to someone 

else. I guess he can’t be that happy if he thinks about things like that. I don’t know. 

Maybe that’s part of being happy. How on earth can I know?  

Hey, I know what I should do. A tree. I’ll climb a tree. Wow, I haven’t climbed trees 

for so long. This would be so cool. I hope I remember how to do it. What’s there to 

remember? I guess it’s like riding a bike. Climbing a tree is like riding a bike? Now, 

that doesn’t make much sense. Shut up and get on with it. I’m sure it’s easier than it 

looks. Yes. That’s it. Get hold of the one over there, and... that’s it. Hey. This is fun. 
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Oh, shit! Be careful, you idiot! Watch your step. Just be careful. Here we are. Wow. 

So many trees... what a lovely view. Well, it’s too beautiful for me. It’s not really my 

thing. This is boring, sitting here. I want to do something. What can I do? Just calm 

down and relax. Sing a line. Sing a song. Do something. Calm down. Just sit here and 

relax. Everything will be fine. Watch the view. Enjoy it. I already told you. It’s too 

beautiful for me. I don’t like it, and I’m not really enjoying this height anymore either. 

OK. Fine. We’ll go back home. Oh shit, how the hell do I get down? Why is it always 

easier to climb than it is to get... down... ach! Argh! Shit. Ouch. Ow! Fuck! Fuck! OK. 

I’m alright. Everything is alright. I’m fine, thank you very much. Shall I just go 

home? I mean, I’m sure she doesn’t have that much work. I can go home. It’s her job. 

She gets paid for it. She shouldn’t mind me standing there and doing my thing. And I 

shouldn’t feel embarrassed. Maybe the squirrel is back... Fuck him! I don’t care about 

him and I don’t want to see him. I just want to go home and sit down and relax and go 

to sleep and dream. It’s too fucking early to sleep. You’ll wake up at midnight or 

something, you idiot. I know. I should wait a bit longer. Maybe I can take sleeping 

pills or something like that. No. No drugs for me. Just tire yourself out. Surely 

climbing a tree will help. Yeah, I already feel exhausted. OK, perhaps I’m lying to 

myself. No squirrel. The car is still here. She’s still in there. Just go in, for fuck’s sake.  

“Hello.”  

Oh fuck, she’s cleaning the floor. I can’t even go inside now. That’s fucked up. 

“Hello, Mr Arden. Sorry. I clean floor now. Dirty house. Very dirty.”  

Fantastic. She’s telling me off now. That’s going to make feel great. 

“I’ll wait outside.” 

“OK, Mr Arden. I clean.” 

Great... now I’m bored. What am I going to do here until she finishes and the floor 

fucking dries? That can take ages. Oh, maybe she could turn on the TV for me. I don’t 

want to ask her. That’s quite rude. I shouldn’t. It’s really not nice, is it? Should I ask 

her? No. I’ll leave it. Oh, come on. I have nothing better to do. I just want her to turn 

it on so I won’t die of boredom here. No. Don’t do it. No. I’m bored. I don’t know 

what to do. Oh, for fuck’s sake. Just fucking do it!  

Now! 

Quickly! 

“Um... excuse me...”  
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Fuck. She didn’t hear me. Or did she and she’s ignoring me. Oh. Should I ask again? 

“Excuse me?” 

“Yes, Mr Arden?” 

“I don’t mean to be rude, but would mind perhaps turning the TV on so I can watch it 

from here while I wait? I’m really sorry about this.” 

“TV? Of course, Mr Arden. No problem.” 

“Thank you, and sorry. Thanks.”  

Great. She’s doing it... yay. Well done for having the courage to ask her. 

“There you go, Mr Arden. Enjoy it. I clean dirty house.” 

Is she being sarcastic? No. She’s too sweet for sarcasm. Oh, no. She put the news on. 

Should I ask her to change channels? I hate watching the news. Oh, who cares about 

all these things? Great, another war in a place I never heard of. What the fuck should I 

care? What can I do about it? Why am I watching this depressing thing? Listen to 

yourself, man. What’s with this egocentricity? You’re disgusting. Your apathy is 

disgusting. You should be ashamed of yourself to even think things like that. People 

around you are dying, and all you care about is that it depresses you? For fuck’s sake. 

Shut up and grow up. Start living in this fucking world, you fucking idiot! I hate you 

so much!  

“OK, Mr Arden. You come in now. House is no dirty now. I clean. It was very dirty. 

Now, not dirty.” 

“Thank you very much.”  

God damn it! I don’t want to give her a tip after she made me feel so bad about this. 

Oh, come on. She’s just doing her job. No, her job is to clean – not to tell me how 

dirty I am. I can do that myself and pay myself. Stop being a snob, and just give her 

some money. Look at your fucking house. It’s beautiful and clean and lovely. Just do 

it, you arsehole. 

“There you go. Thank you very much.” 

“Oh, thank you very much, Mr Arden. I go home now. Thank you. Thank you.” 

The house does look really nice now. It might even be enjoyable to be here for a bit. 

Oh, she also got food in. Let’s look what’s in the fridge. 

“Goodbye. Thank you.” 

“Bye.” 
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Fuck me! It’s full. So much food. This is great. Now I’m feeling much better. I’ll have 

a banana. I love fresh fruit. Now I’m feeling much better. OK, should I give that song 

another try? See if I like him now more? Where’s Betsey?  

“Come here, girl.” 

OK... 

“Let’s see how you are... yes, that sounds fine. OK, we can start. Are you ready for 

this?” 

That bit sounds nice. I should remember it... 

“Pizzas on the floor, 

Stillness by the door 

Just back from the store.  

My son out the window. 

Jigsawing through life, 

Only with my wife, 

I want to buy a knife,  

My son out the window.” 

I’m still not happy with this. At least it’s catchy, but I don’t know... something 

doesn’t feel right. OK, I’ll give it one last chance tomorrow and if I still don’t like it, 

the song will go out the window. 

Let’s sing ‘Yellow Metals’. That’ll cheer me up. 

“Yellow Metals on the floor, 

I ask my baby to close the door. 

I share my thoughts with the strangest mansions 

I love a world full of functions. 

I take my heart into the flow. 

And gradually make it glow. 

The metal goes all pink and green 

I want my yellow that I’ve seen...” 

That’s a nice one. But I’m bored now. Hey, I still need to write some music to ‘Forget 

the Lolita’. I guess I can write some basic sketch for it now. A minor over B or F 

major over E?  Oh, just play something. You know your instincts are always the best. 

Come on. Do this.  

“She’s young, she’s supple and her skin as pure as snow. 
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Yet, she’s bad, she’s rotten and there’s a dark heart behind that glow.” 

That wasn’t too bad. Let’s do it again, and try to move to a G after to lighten it up.  

“She’s young, she’s supple and her skin as pure as snow. 

Yet, she’s bad, she’s rotten and there’s a dark heart behind that glow.” 

OK. Great. Next bit. 

“She’s a horrible brat 

And I’m too old for that tart 

So I must forget the Lolita.” 

Nice one. Next verse. Same again. 

“She comes on to me like a moth to a flame 

And though to turn her down would be an awful shame 

I must say no 

Tell her to go 

And forget the Lolita.” 

Wow. That’s fucking awesome. Once more with a bit more passion, Arden. Once 

more with feeling. 

“She’s young, she’s supple and her skin as pure as snow. 

Yet, she’s bad, she’s rotten and there’s a dark heart behind that glow. 

She’s a horrible brat 

And I’m too old for that tart 

So I must forget the Lolita. 

She comes on to me like a moth to a flame 

And though to turn her down would be an awful shame 

I must say now 

Tell her to go 

And forget the Lolita.” 

That was brilliant. Just write everything down, go get some treat to eat, because you 

deserve it, and then I think you deserve to go to sleep. Well, you worked so 

beautifully today, you deserve a treat like this. So you can go to sleep and experience 

nicer realities. What happened to the good old days when I would treat myself to a 

line? I’m getting old. That’s so fucking depressing! 

Look at the time. I can’t go to sleep now. It’s too fucking early. Well, let’s get a cup 

of herbal tea and go to bed. What teas do I have here now? Oh, wow. She’s bought so 
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many. Peppermint? No... my stomach is fine. Oh, I know. Something relaxing like 

camomile. What’s this? Camomile and cinnamon? OK. That looks perfect. I’ll make 

me a cup of this and then I can go to bed calm and relax and think about nothing. Get 

rid of this stupid day. Another day of nothingness and pointlessness. Hey, that’s a 

good idea for a lyric. I should write it down. Another day of nothingness and 

pointlessness. Oh, brother. Will I ever be able to just think without writing it down 

afterwards? Like normal people do. I even write down my dreams, for fuck’s sake. 

And then write songs about them. I just want to stop thinking all the time about what 

I’m making and just live. Just think and experience things. Hey, hey, calm down. No 

use thinking about it. You’re not normal and you never will be, and you know you 

wouldn’t have it any other way. Admit it. You love not being normal, don’t you? You 

wouldn’t want to live that life you are dreaming about in a million years. Well, 

actually... I don’t know. I’m not sure. A loving wife, a loving son... an ungrateful 

career. I don’t know what’s better. The ungrateful career is kinda worth all the love 

and family and future he is making, isn’t it? What do I get? Um... a lot of money! 

Yeah, but apart from that? The whole world knows me. Surely that’s a greater 

achievement than having a fucking son! Anyway, this is bullshit. My songs are my 

children. Each and every one of them. My albums. They’re all my babies. I made 

them. I worked hard to get them to exist. Some took much longer than nine months to 

bring to life. And they’re hard work. Every day. This is my life. This is my family. 

These are my children. I should start having parties for them. Oh, shit. I do have 

birthday parties for them. Anniversaries for when I wrote a song. Shit. Never even 

thought about it that way. I don’t know. I only know that I really want to go to sleep 

and see how they are all doing. I kinda feel like I miss them. Well, take the tea and 

let’s go to bed. I know it’s early but let’s just relax. Think about Helena and Joshua. 

You want to see them again; you want to see how their day is going to be.  

I think my over excitement is really going to hinder my chances of sleeping. Well, 

that’s what the tea is for. I’m sure it’s already helping. Just drink it. Not too quickly. 

Be calm. Be relaxed. Think of light, gentle things. Soon we can start doing your 

ommms. And then into the land of dreams. Hey, what if I don’t dream about them 

tonight? What if it’s over? No, don’t say that. Think positive. Make yourself dream 

about them. Helena! Joshua! Oh, I’ll be so upset if I don’t. But you will! You will! 

Stop it. Why are you being so negative? Come on. Be positive. Be happy. Close your 

eyes. Relax. Start ommming. 
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I can’t sleep. I’ll never be able to fall asleep like that. Of course you will. Now stop it. 

Just do it, for fuck’s sake. Relax. Calm down. Ommm.... Ommm... 

Oh, look, the more pressure I put on myself to fall asleep, the less likely it will happen. 

So just think about something else. Like what? You want me to count fucking sheep? 

Heh... actually, that’s not such a bad idea. Maybe I should count sheep.  

One... two... three... four... five... six... seven... eight... nine... ten... eleven... twelve... 

thirteen... fourteen... this is stupid. No, it’s not. It’s cute, and these sheep look so 

sweet... maybe I should eat them all. Or start decapitating them. Get a bit more action 

into this visual. Stop it! Come on. I’m sure if you concentrate long enough on this, it 

will happen... 

Fine! 

Fifteen... sixteen... seventeen... eighteen... nineteen... twenty... twenty-one... twenty-

two... twenty-three... twenty-four... twenty-five... twenty-six... twenty-seven... twenty-

nine... thirty... thirty-one... thirty-two... thirty-three... thirty-four... thirty-five... thirty-

six... thirty-seven... thirty-eight... thirty-nine... forty... forty-one... forty-two... forty-

three... forty-four... forty-six... forty-six... forty-seven... forty-eight... forty-nine... 

fifty... fifty-one... fifty-two... fifty-three... fifty-four... fifty-five... fifty-six... fifty-

seven... fifty-eight... fifty-nine... sixty... sixty-six... seventy-seven... seventy-eight... 

seventy-nine... seventy... seventy-one... seventy-two... seventy-three... seventy-four... 

seventy-five... seventy-six... seventy-seven... didn’t I do that already? Oh... eighty-

seven... eighty-eight... eighty-nine... ninety... ninety-one... ninety-two... ninety-three... 

ninety-four... ninety-five... ninety-six... ninety-seven... ninety-eight... ninety-nine... 

one-hundred... one-hundred-and-one... one-hundred-and-two... one-hundred-and-

three... one-hundred-and-four... one-hundred-and-five... one-hundred-and-six... one-

hundred-and-seven... one-hundred-and-eight... one-hundred-and-nine... one-hundred-

and-ten... one-hundred-and-eleven... one-hundred-and-twelve... one-hundred-thirteen... 

one-hundred-fourteen... one-hundred-fifteen... one-hundred-sixteen... one-hundred-

seventeen... one-hundred-eighteen... one-hundred-nineteen... one-hundred-and-

twenty... one-hundred-and-twenty-one... one-hundred-twenty-two... one-hundred-

twenty-three... one-hundred-twenty-four... one-hundred-twenty-five... one-hundred-

twenty-six... one-hundred-twenty-seven... one-hundred-twenty-eight... one-hundred-

twenty-nine... one-hundred-and-thirty... one-hundred-and-thirty-one... one-hundred-

and-thirty-two... one-hundred-thirty-three... one-hundred-forty-four... one-hundred-
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forty-five... one-hundred-forty-six... one-hundred-forty-seven... one-hundred-forty-

eight... one-hundred-forty-nine... one-hundred-and-fifty... one-hundred-and-fifty-one... 

one-hundred-and-fifty-two... one-hundred-and-fifty-four... one-hundred-and-fifty-

five... one-hundred-and-fifty-six... one-hundred-and-fifty-seven... one-hundred-and-

fifty-eight... one-hundred-and-fifty-nine... 
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Friday, March 2nd 

 

Wake up. What day is it today? Is it finally Saturday? No, I think it’s Thursday... oh, 

Helena is up already.  

“Good morning.” 

“Morning.” 

“What day is it today?” 

“It’s Friday.”  

How disappointing. I guess it could have been worse. At least it’s not Thursday. Oh, 

Friday... that’s going out night. What’s wrong with Helena? She doesn’t look normal. 

“What’s wrong?” 

“I don’t feel too good.”  

“Oh... I’m sorry. Is there anything you want?” 

“No, it’s ok.” 

I’m sure I should do some more things for her. She looks grumpy and ever so slightly 

angry. Poor sick woman. What can I do for her? How can I make her feel better? I 

guess she should rest in bed; I’ll do all her chores. Lucky me. 

“Tell you what. You stay in bed; I’ll take care of everything downstairs.” 

“Thank you.” 

“What’s wrong with you anyway?” 

“What the hell do you mean what’s wrong with me?” 

Whoa! Where did that come from? I... I just... don’t antagonise her more! Apologise! 

“I’m sorry. I just wanted to know where it hurts. I’m sorry... I’ll go downstairs now.” 

I haven’t even washed my face, brushed my teeth or got dressed. For heaven’s sake, 

I’m still wearing my pyjamas. Well, let’s get her something to eat and then I can get 

ready. Oh crap, I also have to make lunch for Josh. And for myself. I can make us 

some sandwiches, I guess. Where is Josh, anyway? 

“Josh, are you up?” 

No reply as usu... 

“Yeah, I’m coming down in a minute.” 

OK, so I’ll make some toast for Helena and sandwiches for us. What do we have 

here? OK... bread... two pieces for the toaster. Two pieces for Josh’s school... two 

pieces for Josh’s breakfast. Two pieces for me for lunch. Damn it! Not enough bread. 
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I guess I can skip breakfast. But I’m hungry. I need to eat. Well, I can buy myself 

something for lunch. Or I can give Josh some lunch money for school. No, he’ll just 

spend it on chocolate or whatever kids eat today. He will spend it on heroine. He he. 

I’m funny. 

OK. Well, what’s in the fridge? Cheese... tomato... oh, great. A tuna salad. Thank God 

Helena made this. Should I also butter the bread? Nah, what’s the point? Is there any 

lettuce? Yes. Great. Wonderful. 

OK... so, I need to cut the tomato, wash the lettuce, and make the toast. And the tea. 

Well, one step at a time... let’s start with the tomato. A knife. Oh, I need to wash it too. 

Damn it. OK, let’s wash the tomato and the lettuce and start making sandwiches.  

“Hey, Dad. When are we going?” 

Oh, thank God. Josh is here.  

“Well, I need to finish making breakfast and lunch. Can you give me a hand and make 

the tea?” 

“Sure. No problem.” 

Great! OK. Bread laid out. Tuna salad in. Is this enough? Too much? Oh, who cares? 

Just finish it. A piece of lettuce. A piece of tomato.  

Shit. The toast is ready. 

“Josh. Can you take the toast and tea up to your mother?” 

“The tea is still brewing.” 

Damn it.  

“Can you get the toast up to her?” 

“OK.” 

Two sandwiches done... three sandwiches done. 

OK, I need to wrap them up now. Where’s the sticky thingy? Where does she put it? 

Oh, for heaven’s sake. 

“Dad, we really need to go.”   

“Sit down and eat your breakfast. Was the toast OK for Mum?” 

“Yeah, I think so.” 

I am such a good husband. Ahh! Here it is. OK. One wrapped for school.  

“Here is your lunch. Drink your tea. I’m going to take Mum her tea and then we can 

go.” 

“What about your breakfast?” 
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“Yes. I know. I’ll eat it in the car. I’ll be down in a minute.” 

Slowly... slowly... I don’t want to spill anything. OK. Good. God, and I still need to 

get dressed. Well, I don’t think I’m going to take a shower today, obviously. No time 

for anything. How does she do it? Right, give her the tea and quickly get changed. No, 

I like me just the way I am. No time for jokes this morning! Come on! Quickly! 

“Hey, darling. Here’s a cup of tea. Are you feeling better?” 

“Yes.” 

“Do you need anything else?” 

“No.” 

“Are you sure? There’s nothing I can do for you? I’m going out now and then I won’t 

be able to help you.” 

“I’m fine! And I’m feeling OK now.” 

I don’t think she’s telling me the truth. I hate women. I hate it when they’re like that. 

Should I persist? I’ll persist. 

“What’s wrong?” 

“Nothing. Go. I’m OK. Go. Come back soon and the weekend can start.” 

Oh yeah, it’s Friday... oh no. It’s my night out with the guys. Should I go out with 

them? Should I ask permission? I’ll ask her if it’s OK. 

“Hey, it’s Friday today. Can I go out with the boys tonight?” 

“Do whatever you want.” 

Oh no. That’s a no.  

“OK. I won’t go.” 

“You can go. It’s OK. I’m fine.” 

She’s not fine. I know it.  

“No. I’ll stay home with you. I’ll call them and cancel.” 

“Arden, seriously. You can go out with your friends.” 

I know she’s lying to me. What should I do now? God... 

“Dad!” 

“Hurry up. You’ll be late.” 

“OK, honey. Goodbye.”  

Why isn’t she responding? Oh, she’s angry with me. I don’t have time to deal with 

this now.  

“OK, bye.” 
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I know what I should do. I’ll just surprise her and not go out with the guys. That will 

make her happy. I know it. I hope... 

“Dad! Come on. Here’s your sandwich. Let’s go!” 

Outside. Maybe I should start checking to see how he would react to having a 

brother? Or a sister. Oh yeah, it could be a sister too. No. It will be a brother. I know 

it. I can feel it. It’s going to be a boy... or a girl. Or a girl. I don’t know. I’m just... 

“Are you excited?” 

What? How? Of course, but... 

“What do you mean?” 

“About tomorrow!” 

What the hell?  

“Tomorrow? What’s tomorrow?” 

“Dad, don’t tell me you forgot.” 

Oh God. It can’t be his birthday. That’s in October. It can’t be something to do with 

school... it’s Saturday... what... 

“The zoo!” 

Oh, damn. Of course. The zoo. 

“Of course I’m excited. We’re going to have a wonderful time.”  

Actually. That would be great. Us three – bonding. Helena will calm down, Josh will 

be happy. We could tell him... I hope he’ll be happy. How do I check if he’s going to 

be OK with it? I know. Alice. 

“Hey, Josh, what do you think of Alice?” 

“Uncle Thomas’s Alice?” 

“Yes... do you like her?” 

“She’s alright. She cries a lot.”  

Not a good start. 

“Well, babies cry a lot. You cried a lot when you were her age. Actually, you still cry 

a lot for your age.” 

“Ha! Ha!” 

Maybe laughing at him isn’t necessarily the best way to go about it.  

“Do you like going to visit Uncle Thomas?” 

“Yeah, he’s funny.” 

“And since Alice was born, do you still like going there?”  
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Was that sentence even correct grammatically? Um, yes! It’s so correct. Sounds 

perfectly standard English. What sounds weird is ‘correct grammatically’ rather than 

‘grammatically correct’. 

“I dunno... I guess.” 

“Well, do you like babies?”  

Great, Arden. Very subtle. 

“I dunno. They’re too beautiful for me.” 

“What?” 

“Dad, what are you doing?” 

What did he say? What am I doing? Shit. Shit. Oh... God... oh God.  

“I’m so sorry...” 

“Dad, you almost got us killed.” 

“I know.” 

“What’s the matter with you?” 

What is the matter with me? What is wrong with me? What happened? That was scary. 

It’s the dream... isn’t it? 

“Dad, are you OK to drive?” 

Am I OK to drive?  

“Of course I’m OK.” 

“Maybe you should eat something.” 

Eat? No... 

“I’ll take you to school.” 

Quickly. I just want to get to school and then I can rest for a bit and think... 

“Are... are you ok?” 

Am I OK? I think I am. Yeah, I’m fine. Of course I’m fine.  

“I’m fine. Of course I’m fine.” 

Just get him to school. Don’t think about it yet. Don’t think about anything. Not here. 

Not now. Just find somewhere to be alone first and calm down. Come on. Oh shit, 

he’s looking at me and he’s worried. Say something really nonchalant. 

“Yeah, tomorrow will be lots of fun.” 

Um... yeah...” 

Good. Now everything is alright. And here’s the school. 

“Dad, are you going to be OK?” 
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“Of course I am. What kind of silly question is that? Have a great day at school and 

I’ll see you later this evening.” 

“OK... bye. Have a nice day.” 

“You too.” 

Thank God. Thank God. Thank God. I... I... I can’t go to work now. I just want to be 

alone. OK. Still don’t think about it. Think about something else. Sing a song or 

something...‘My son out the window...’ No! Not that one. Just park somewhere. Here. 

This is a great place to park. Stop and eat your sandwich. Concentrate on the tuna 

salad. Very delicious. Wonderful. It’s great. It’s great.  

“My son out the window. That’s obvious!”  

Of course it’s obvious. I was thinking about my son falling out the window yesterday 

and now I’ve dreamt about it. So it’s just a simple Freudian dream. It all makes sense. 

There’s nothing more to it. But why are the memories so strong? It feels like so much 

more than just a dream. I’m getting scared. I mean, it was fun at first but now it’s just 

getting scary. What do they mean? Oh, I don’t like thinking. I’m not that kind of 

person. I never think too much and I don’t want to think. What do they mean? Are 

they trying to tell me something? Maybe it’s a warning from someone. Who is this 

person? Who am I? Oh, I don’t like these questions. Again. It’s all simple. I’m sure it 

is. It must be simple. I should call work. I can’t go in like this... what should I tell 

them? Shall I tell them the truth? Right. ‘Hello, I’m going insane. Bye.’ He he! Shut 

up! OK... what do I say? I’ll blame Josh for it. It’s best. OK. Here goes. Just do it 

quickly. 

“Good morning, OIE Ltd.” 

“Hi Jenny, It’s Arden.” 

“Morning, Arden. What can I do for you?” 

“I’m afraid I’m not going to be able to come to work today. I have to be with my 

son.” 

“Do you want to tell me what’s wrong with him?”  

“Actually, I’d rather not. But I will file in a report when I come on Monday.” 

“OK. No problem. I’ll pass your message on.” 

“Thanks, Jenny. Goodbye.” 

“Have fun!” 
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What a cow! But at least I’m free now. OK... where should I go? What should I do? I 

want to go to a park. I want to rest a bit in a park. A park. Where’s the nearest park to 

here? Oh, I know. Should I take the car? Maybe it’s best I don’t. I’m not sure what 

my driving skills are like at the moment. Let’s walk. OK... it’s not far... it’s close. 

Well, if it’s not far, it must be close. That’s not true, Arden, and you know it! Things 

can be not far and not close at the same time. Or rather far and close. I guess that just 

makes them middle of the road? No! That’s a whole other idiom! Quiet! Just quiet! 

Just a bit of peace and quiet in my mind. I want to not think about anything. I want to 

enjoy the silence. I want to enjoy the walk. I don’t want to talk to myself so much. 

Why can’t I ever shut up? Just like now. Well, if I talk I can repress these horrible 

thoughts. No. So let’s think about something plain. Let’s do these Ommms like in the 

dreams. Oh, for heaven’s sake. I can’t get rid of it. Focus on the birds... look at the 

birds. Soon you will get to the park. Oh, here it is. Excellent. Should I run? No. I can 

walk to the park. I am in no rush. I have all day. That’s true. Hey, I got the day off. 

That’s quite nice. Well, I only got it because I’m going mad, and I had to implicate 

Josh in it too. Hey, here’s a nice tree. Maybe I can sit under it. Wow. I can’t 

remember the last time I sat under a tree. Hey, I’m feeling much calmer now. This is 

great. I’m not panicking. I’m calm. I’m in the park and I’m not thinking about the 

dreams. Oh, damn! Maybe I should climb the tree... no. That’s a silly idea. Why on 

earth would I want to climb a tree? Just because I could do it in my dream... maybe 

I’ll also see a squirrel. What do they even look like? I don’t think I can remember. 

Actually, have I ever seen a squirrel before in my life? I don’t think I ever saw a real 

one. Only in my dreams. So how on earth would I know what one looks like? What if 

my dream was lying to me and squirrels don’t even look like that? What if squirrels 

are something completely different? What if these little animals are onions and onions 

are squirrels?How the hell could I know? Arden, stop asking yourself deep questions. 

This isn’t like you and it’s frustrating me. I want to see a squirrel. I can’t see any 

around here. What if they don’t exist? What if the whole concept of squirrels just only 

exists in my dreams? Don’t be stupid. You know what squirrels look like because you 

are an educated being. So shut up and calm down... 

I want to go home. No, you can’t go home. What will you say to Helena? She’ll kill 

you. Maybe I should drive for a bit. I know. I’ll drive and put some music on and 

drive and drive and then it will be fine. OK. Back to the car. To the bat mobile. No. 

No humour. Well, that’s hardly humour. Anyway, why no humour? It’s good to laugh. 
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But I’m not in a funny mood. I’m in a serious mood. What should I listen to on the 

way? I should put some radio on. This way I will be surprised. It’s better to be 

surprised than it is to be bored. What? That’s one of the stupidest thoughts I’ve ever 

had. I should write it down on a T-shirt and wear it every day. But then I won’t be 

able to see it. Well, only in the mirror, and then it would be all wrong anyway.  

Let’s just drive away. Where am I going to go now? Oh, the radio. Oh, I love this 

piece. It’s Vivaldi, isn’t it?! It’s beautiful... absolutely beautiful. Vivaldi was such a 

genius. He wrote so simply and so beautifully... this is gorgeous.  

“Na na na na na na na na na na na na na na na...” 

I feel like I’m floating. Thank you so much, Vivaldi, for writing this masterpiece. I 

feel so much better now about everything... 

“... a wonderful piece by Muzio Clementi.” 

Oh... I guess I am just a stupid ignorant idiot. Who am I trying to kid? Oh yes. 

Beautiful Vivaldi. I can hear how typically Vivaldi it is... I’m pathetic. I don’t care 

who wrote what anymore. If I like it, I like it, and that’s it. I will not pretend anything. 

I will not lie to anyone, least of all to myself. That’s it! I want to go home. I don’t 

know what I’ll tell Helena. I’ll just explain to her what’s going on. I don’t want to be 

alone anymore. I need Helena. I need a hug. I need her to hold me. I can’t take this 

anymore. I can’t stay with myself. Maybe I should go to work? It’s a great way of not 

having to think about anything any more. No. Just go home. I’m sure Helena will 

have a way to help me out. She’s great. I love her so much. And she loves me. 

Doesn’t she? Well, she wouldn’t stay with me for so long if she didn’t. Unless she is 

too scared of leaving me. I hope that’s not the case. Don’t be stupid. Of course it’s not. 

I want to get home and get a nice big hug. A strong and nice and squeezy big hug. I 

can’t wait... oh, this music sounds beautiful too... enough to forget... 

“Na na na na na na na...”  

I don’t know who wrote it and I don’t care, but I think it was Purcell. But I’m not 

going to go there. Maybe I’m just guessing, maybe I know. I don’t care! 

Well, turn it off now. I know it’s beautiful. But it’s time to turn it off. I hope Helena 

won’t be too angry. I’ll explain I’m losing my mind and I’ll be fine.OK... here goes... 

“Helena!” 

“Helena!” 
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Maybe she’s in the shower? Well, she’s not downstairs. Oh, wait, I didn’t even look 

to see if her car was here or not. Oh, that explains it. OK... so she’s not here. Great. 

No hug for me. What am I going to do now? Maybe I should take a shower. Or have a 

bath. Anything just to keep my mind off things. OK. I’ll take a shower. But a bath is 

longer. But a bath also takes longer to prepare and I just want to go in there now. OK. 

A shower. Just put me inside. Should I turn the radio on in the bedroom? It might help 

distract me. No. No music. Just water. And soap. That’s it. 

“Ahhh!”  

Too hot. Come on. Quickly. That’s nice. That feels nice. Come on, warm your body 

up. God... this feels so nice. I don’t understand why people don’t just stay in the 

shower forever. It feels so amazing. It’s better than sex, isn’t it? I don’t know. I need 

some soap. I feel so dirty. I know. I want to have a proper soap-up today. I want to 

soap my whole body properly. I want to really clean myself. I want to do every inch 

of my body. I’ll start with my feet. Or should I just start instinctively with my armpits. 

No. Feet. Look at those feet. They look so odd, and they’re so far away. Far away? 

How can they be far away? They are a part of me. They can’t be far away. Every time 

I soap them, I think the same thing. That’s just boring. I am boring, but I like it. I 

guess I can’t be that rock star. Fantastic. I’m boring. That’s how I know I am me, 

because I am boring and I can tell that I can’t be anything else but boring. So, that’s 

how I define myself? I wonder if I have the same feet in my dreams. And my ankles. 

They are just stupid. It’s all stupid, but it’s all mine. And what do you call this part? I 

don’t know, but this part... and my knees... ugly. And my thighs, so fat... and my 

penis... just clean it. Don’t think about it too much. What about the back of my 

thighs... do they have a name? I don’t know. And my butt. It’s too hairy. Clean it 

properly; you never know how dirty it might be. Clean more. More soap. I want to 

feel it foaming. My belly. I’m sure the guy in the dream has a better belly than me. 

I’m fat. Well, it’s not fat; it’s just not as thin as it used to be. And my breasts. I can’t 

believe I can call them breasts. That’s depressing. I think once you reached a point 

where you call your breasts ‘breasts’, it’s just going downhill. I wonder what my 

breasts would look like if I were a woman. I bet I’d have perky breasts. No, they’d 

probably be too big. I hate my body. I’m ugly and I look horrible and I hate myself. 

Whatever my self is. What the hell is it? Just soap and don’t think. Come on. Ignore it 

all. Get it over with. I want to go home. Oh, I am home. I wonder when Helena is 
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back. I want her to be back; I don’t want to be alone anymore. I want to see my 

nipples. I guess I could always look in the mirror. No. I don’t want to look in the 

mirror. The mirror doesn’t show me my true self, does it? It just shows something... 

some copy of who I am. A representation of a representation of something I am for a 

brief moment, captured in a completely warped plane. Of course it can’t tell me 

anything, Plus, I’m all backwards in mirrors. How the hell does it do it, anyway? How 

does everything turn around? I don’t understand it. I still don’t really get it. I want to 

see who I really am. I wish I could see my face. My true face. The way I look to 

aliens or something like that. Not anything else. Shhh. Quiet. I’m giving myself a 

headache.  

Oh, the water is getting colder now. What time is it? Oh, for God’s sake. Has it been 

so long? Got, that’s, like, an hour or something. OK. I think I should get out. I wish 

there had been more hot water. I want to buy all the hot water in the world. I wonder 

if I could make that one of my wishes if I ever get a genie that grants me three wishes. 

Hot water forever. OK, seriously. I have to get out now. I’ll freeze to death if I don’t. 

Now I’m cold. Where’s the towel? OK. That’s OK. Ow... damn. Hey, I think I can 

hear noises downstairs. I wonder if they’re back. Hurry up. Come on. For heaven’s 

sake, I hate drying myself. Just put the clothes on, they will dry you. I just want to go 

down. I wonder if they know I’m home. Oh, they must do. But why didn’t she come 

and ask me if I’m OK? Isn’t she worried about me? Isn’t she concerned about why 

I’m here and not at work? I don’t understand. Maybe she’s angry with me. Maybe she 

hates me. Maybe she resents me for something. But what on earth did I do to her? I 

don’t understand. 

“Hi.” 

“Oh, my God. You scared me. For heaven’s sake, Arden.” 

Oh, dear... that was a jump.  

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to scare you.” 

“What are you doing home?” 

“I’m confused.” 

“Dad, why are you confused?” 

“We’ll talk about this later, OK? Come on, Josh. Finish your food.” 

“I’m... I’m sorry.” 

Don’t look at me like that! I hate her right now. I want to get away from her. 
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“I’m going to go out with my friends later.” 

Now her angry face turned into a sympathetic face. She’s not making any sense. I 

don’t understand her. I just don’t understand her!   

“Are you hungry?” 

I don’t know. Am I hungry? I should probably eat something before I go out drinking. 

Or maybe I shouldn’t go out drinking at all. She wants me here. I don’t want to be 

with her. I deserve a night out by myself. Stop thinking about her all the time. Why 

can’t I think of myself for a change? I hate this. I want to be... 

“You’re not talking to me now?” 

“What?”  

What is she talking about?  

“Of course I’m talking to you.” 

“Dad, why aren’t you talking? Was it something I did to you?” 

Oh, no. Now look what you’ve done. You idiot.  

“Don’t be silly, Josh. Finish your food.” 

“Maybe you should go out with your friends tonight.” 

Finally. She understands me. I’ll give Charlie a call. 

“I’m going to give Charlie a call.” 

“OK. Have fun.” 

“Mum, what are we going to do tonight?” 

“Well, we can continue the jigsaw.” 

I can’t believe they’ll continue the jigsaw without me. Argh, that just annoys me. 

Damn them all. I’m going to call Charlie. Just don’t bother yourself with it. Tonight 

you can get drunk. Really drunk. Forget about everything. Maybe I should start 

drinking at home. No, I can’t do that in front of... 

“Hello.” 

“Hi, Charlie. It’s Arden.” 

“Oh, hey, I was just about to call you.” 

“Well, great minds think alike.” 

“We weren’t thinking alike. I wanted to call you and wanted to call me.” 

What the hell is he talking about?  

“When are you picking me up?” 
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“Well, I’m just about to leave work now, so I can come and pick you up in twenty 

minutes.” 

“Are you at home or at work?” 

“Work.” 

“You’re not going home first?” 

“Honestly, I had a shitty day, and I just want to go out.” 

“OK. Twenty minutes is fine by me. My day wasn’t that great either.” 

“Excellent. We can be like our wives and just cluck.” 

Cluck? What’s with him today?  

“OK. See you in twenty.” 

“Bye.” 

“Twenty minutes? Why so early?”  

Fucking hell, she scared me. 

“Well, Charlie wants to go out as soon as.” 

“Did he and Katherine have an argument?” 

“No. No. I am not going down your gossipy road. If you want to know about their 

marital problems you can call Katherine.” 

“I can’t ask Katherine. I’ll call Isobel.”  

That’s just horrible.  

“I think that’s horrible.” 

“Well, you do things your way and I’ll do mine my way.” 

I don’t want to talk to her about this anymore.  

“I need to get ready.” 

“OK. Come on, Josh. Let’s work on the jigsaw.” 

I have nothing to do. Go upstairs. I don’t want to be with them now. What am I going 

to do for twenty minutes? What can I do for twenty minutes? I don’t want to think. I 

don’t want to be with myself. But you don’t want to be with them either. Just relax. 

Twenty minutes will pass quickly and then you could start drinking and stop thinking 

about everything. That would be nice. What can I do now? Maybe I can sing a song. 

Fill my mind with pointless lyrics and melodies until the time has passed.  

Yellow Metals on the floor, 

I ask my baby to close the door.  

I share my thoughts with the strangest mansions.  
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I love a world full of functions.  

I take my heart into the flow.  

And gradually make it glow.  

The metal goes all pink and green.  

I want my yellow that I’ve seen... 

I don’t get this song. It doesn’t even mean anything. What the hell is he singing 

about? What are these fucking yellow metals? What does it mean? I actually don’t 

really think I understand any of his songs. What about ‘Catalytic Love’?  

Frozen fields in a night,  

shady day on the grass tunnel,  

Roots of a love-struck holiday.  

I go to sleep, I fill the forms, I 

 Lie around and wash the storms.  

Daydream thoughts on heartbroken days 

In a wet wet July of the storms and haze.  

I will fascinate my thoughts with a moment due  

To organically produce an image of you.  

God, this guy is a pretentious charlatan. These songs mean nothing. Then again, his 

new ones are pretty good. I understand ‘Forget the Lolita’ and I obviously understand 

‘My Son out the Window’. I like that song.  

“Arden!” 

“What?” 

“Charlie’s here.” 

Oh, thank God. That wasn’t too difficult, was it? I managed to get through twenty 

minutes without thinking. Well, technically, I’ve been quoting from my dreams, 

which are mainly what’s bothering me. And... ach. I’m giving myself a headache. 

Shut up. 

“Hey, Charlie!” 

“Katherine is fine. You should give her a call; I don’t think she’s doing much 

tonight.” 

“Yeah, I will.” 

“Are you ready?” 

“Sure. Let’s go.” 
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Should I give her a kiss? I don’t feel like it. I have to. Charlie is here. What will he 

think? What do I care what...? 

“Bye, Arden.”  

Fine. Kiss. 

“Bye.” 

What the hell is wrong with Charlie?  

“Hey, are you going to be OK to drive today? You look drunk already.” 

“Do I? Really?! Fuck. No, we had a beer in the office. But I’m not drunk.” 

God! I thought I was supposed to be able to count on him. I can’t go with him now. 

“Have fun. And try to relax.” 

Fine. I’ll go.  

“Bye. Bye Joshi.”  

Kiss. He smells so nice. 

“See you guys later.” 

Just get out of the house. 

“So, what’s troubling you?” 

How does he know?  

“What do you mean?” 

“You said you had a bad day.” 

Well so did he.  

“So did you.” 

“Well, I just had a bad day at the office, and Katherine is getting on my nerves.” 

“What happened?” 

“She’s behaving like a bitch. I don’t know what’s wrong with her. I don’t really know 

what’s wrong with us to be honest. I feel like...” 

Gina’s a bitch too. They’re all bitches. Women are bitches. And men? What about us? 

We can’t be bitches. We are men. Men can be... bastards. Men are bastards and 

women are bitches. Bitches are dogs. So, dogs are women. Oh, shut up. What are you 

talking about? Stop it. Stop it! I know what you’re trying to do, and it’s not going to 

work. Just drink tonight. That will work. That will work. I’m sure it will. It’s the only 

thing you can really do tonight. Have a glass of wine. No. I’ll drink beer tonight. But 

you don’t like beer. I liked it in the dream, so surely I will enjoy it tonight too. It can’t 
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be that bad. You hate beer. You could never drink the damn stuff. But the dream... 

enough about the dream. 

“Arden!” 

Oh, God. He was talking. I didn’t listen. How do I get out of this one? What the hell 

was he saying?  

“I’m so sorry. My mind is elsewhere.” 

“Yeah, I can see that. What’s up with you?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“I think you need a drink.” 

“That’s exactly what I was thinking.” 

“Well, come on then.” 

Shit. What’s wrong with me? He’s staring at me. Say something.  

“Yeah, I’m coming. Just give me a second.”  

What’s wrong? Why can’t I move? Just relax. Calm down. Everything is fine. Just... 

OK. Compose yourself. You’re alright. Let’s go. 

“Are you coming?” 

“Yeah. Sorry about that. I was just feeling a bit dizzy for a moment. I’m alright now.” 

“Come on. A drink’ll fix ya.” 

“Yeah. You said it.” 

“Hey, Arden. Finally. Long time no see. Where the hell have you been hiding?” 

“Hey. Good to see you all again.” 

“What do you want? A glass of wine?” 

“You know what? I’m going to have a beer today.” 

“You what? You want a beer?” 

“Since when do you drink beer? Are you finally becoming a man?” 

Lighten up, Arden. Have fun tonight.  

“Shut up. I want to give it a try.” 

“I’m so proud of you. Finally my little boy is growing up.” 

“It’ll make the hair on your chest grow, you know?” 

“Then I’ll really be a man, eh?” 

“And not a second too soon. OK. Four beers coming up!” 

“So how’s everyone’s week been?” 

“Horrendous.” 
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“Why? What happened?” 

Should I ask them about my dreams? I want to talk about it. Will they understand? 

They won’t understand. Perhaps I can just test the ground. Water. Can you grind 

water? Isn’t there some idiom about grinding water? I don’t have... 

“There you go. Cheers, everyone!” 

“Cheers!” 

Where was I? Come on. Come on. Don’t just go blank now. Dreams. Of course. I 

don’t have to tell them exactly what it’s about, but I can see what they think about 

dreams and take it from there. Just don’t panic. They’ll understand. They know you. 

“Arden!” 

“What?” 

“Are you alright? You really seem off tonight.” 

“Dreams.” 

“What?” 

“What do you guys think of dreams?” 

“What the hell are you talking about?” 

“When we dream. What do you think it is? What are dreams?” 

“Dreams? I dunno...” 

“It’s just a physical thing. It’s a collection of all the things we think about during the 

day. Why?” 

“Do you think there can be more to it? Do you think they can tell us something?” 

“No.” 

“What?” 

“There’s nothing mystical about dreams. And nothing psychological.” 

“I don’t know. I like the whole idea of interpreting dreams. Maybe they do say 

something about where we are.” 

“They say nothing. They’re just logical images manipulated by an unconscious mind. 

Why are you asking?” 

“It has to be unconscious?” 

“Well, do you remember your dreams?” 

“That’s the thing. I do.” 

“What? All of them?” 
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“That’s impossible. You only think you remember all of them but you only remember 

the last one you dreamt, if you’re lucky. I never remember any of my dreams.” 

“I’ve remembered some of my dreams. Some really weird crap, I have to tell you.” 

“Let me guess. Sexual.” 

“I don’t know, guys. Sometimes my dreams are so vivid that I lose track of reality.” 

“Your name is Arden.” 

“Very funny. Look. I’m drinking beer.” 

“Did your dream tell you to drink beer?” 

“No... of course not. Thing is. How do we know we’re not living in a dream?” 

“Oh yeah, the butterfly dreaming he’s a human. Come on, Arden. We went through 

this philosophical crap phase at university.”  

“No. He’s right. We’re all a dream. Wooooooooooo. I don’t exist. I’m only a figment 

of some person’s imagination.” 

Damn them. They don’t understand me. Just leave it alone. God. It feels so odd to 

finally talk about it out loud. Aloud! Aloud! Aloud! Aloud! Maybe I am going insane. 

Perhaps I did just lose my mind. What am I talking about? What are they talking 

about anyway? Just join their conversation and forget it all. Forget everything. 

“Into the light and three hours in the morning.” 

“Ha! Ha!” 

What the hell are they talking about? God. I want to go home. Ow! 

“What?” 

“It’s your round.” 

I’m not even getting drunk. Why the hell am I bothering with drinking? At least the 

beer tastes kinda OK.  

“Can I have three beers please and an orange juice.” 

What’s wrong with me? Why am I thinking so much? I’m not used to thinking this 

much. I just want to go back to my old life. I was just happy about everything. Come 

on, Friday night with the boys was the highlight of my week, and now look at me. I 

just want to... 

“Six twenty, please.” 

Get home and go to sleep. This is stupid. Why am I caring so much about my dreams 

that I can’t even give reality a proper chance? Maybe I should just go home. 

“There you go.” 
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“Thanks. So what do you think about her?” 

Oh, my God. It’s Gina. It is. What is she doing here? I have to go and talk to her... I 

can’t believe it. What’s going on? 

“Hey, where are you going?” 

“Excuse me, Gina?” 

“No...” 

“Oh.”  

It? was... is she lying to me?  

“I’m sorry.”  

How do I even know what Gina looks like? Well, she looks like her. It must be her.  

“Are you that horny, Arden?” 

What the hell am I doing? I can’t... 

“Sorry, guys. I need to go home. I’m not feeling too good.” 

“I’ll give you a ride home.” 

That would be nice... 

“You don’t have to. Are you sure?” 

“Well, how will you get home otherwise?” 

“I guess I can take a taxi.” 

“If you’re sure that’s OK...” 

Arsehole.  

“Yeah, I’ll be fine. You guys stay here and drink.”  

These are the people I call my friends? I can’t believe it. Just ignore it. Forget about it.  

“Where to?” 

“Can you take me to 13 Shakespeare Mews?”  

“No problem.” 

What a waste of a day. I should have stayed home. I’m sure spending time with Josh 

would have made me feel better than with being with these stupid... I don’t know. I 

don’t care. All I wanted was a nice evening to help me forget all the things in my 

mind. Is that too much to ask for? Fucking alcohol doesn’t work, friends are pricks, 

and I even think I see that Gina whom I’ve never even seen before. But I know what 

she looks like. I just do. Did I see her photo? I think I did, didn’t I...? There we go. I 

knew I wasn’t going mad. I saw her photo. That’s how I know what she looks like. Oh, 
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she looks nothing like that girl in the pub. Well, I guess her hair does look the same. 

Ach, I don’t know.  

“That comes to exactly thirteen, sir.” 

“Oh... OK...”  

Where’s the money?! Ahh.  

“There you go. Keep the change.” 

That’s a nice tip. And you still think you’re not drunk? I’m not. And it wasn’t too nice 

a tip. It’s just a little something for caring about me more than my friends do. Good. 

At least the lights are off. Everybody’s asleep. I can just get into bed and not have to 

talk to anyone. God, that was a bit embarrassing wasn’t it? I’m sure they are sitting 

there now and laughing at me. I can’t say I blame them. I’m sure I sounded like a 

complete idiot... is she asleep? Yes!! Great. I just need to be quiet... I don’t want to 

wake her up. I really don’t want to wake her up. She’d want to talk. Maybe she’s only 

pretending to be asleep because she’s kind to me. Yeah. I’m sure she’s only 

pretending to make me feel better. No brushing teeth tonight. When was the last time 

I brushed my teeth? Did I brush them last night? Or the night before? God. I’m 

disgusting. My teeth will rot before I have grandchildren. Grandchildren? That’s ages 

from now. Nothing to worry about. But I do still need to pee. OK. So, if I’m going to 

the bathroom anyway, I might as well use some mouthwash while I wait. I’m sure I’m 

going to pee for a long time. Where’s the... shhh! Quiet. OK. Here. I can’t be bothered 

to stand by the toilet for so long. I’m tired. Sit down. That’s better. Ahhh, this stuff 

stings. I guess it’s doing its job if it stings. Whatever. Ach. I don’t think I’m going to 

feel my mouth after this. I’m glad Helena’s asleep. It would be an awful shame to 

have to reject her on the basis of a burning mouth. A burning mouth? What the hell 

are you talking about? Come on. Finish peeing. I’ve reached that stage where I need 

to sleep. God, my eyes are closing. Thank God for that. At least I don’t need to work 

hard on falling asleep today. Come on... I need to spit. Shall I spit into the toilet bowl? 

Yeah, why not. Let’s just do it. But be careful. Don’t miss. You have to concentrate 

and make sure you get it in between your legs without hitting them and without 

missing completely. OK. This looks like the right angle, and... Goddamn it! Now I 

need to clean my thigh from all this horrible menthol that’s spilled on it. Relax. It’s 

not that difficult. All you need is a small piece of toilet paper and you’re sorted. 

What’s the panic? What’s the problem? Nothing. Sorry... I’m just making too much of 
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this thing. Yes, you are. OK. Time for bed. Yay! Finally. It’s been a long day. Wait, 

you still have to get into bed without waking Helena up. Cool. Another game. So 

many games to play. La la la. Shhh. Start thinking soothing thoughts. Start imagining 

yourself falling asleep. Start feeling tired. I am tired. Shhh. No more talking. Just... 

hmmm... calming down. Hummmmm.... tomorrow is another day. Or the same one 

again. Who knows...? No jokes. No talking. Only sleeping. Only sleeping... only 

sleeping... only... shhh... 

 

 

Ssshiiiiiiiit! Come on. I want to sleep for a bit. I never sleep. Again with these vivid 

dreams. But my body isn’t tired... my mind is. Oh, just fucking get up. Enough. This 

is... fuck! Just get up. I look horrendous. No. Don’t look in the mirror. What’s the 

problem with the mirror? I feel cheated. Cheated? Cheated out of what? Just leave me 

alone and don’t look in the mirror. Let’s look at my feet. What? Oh. You’re annoying 

me. I don’t want to think about it. That’s enough.  

OK. Coffee and cereal. Let’s have my breakfast of champions. No. Wait. I have food 

at home, don’t I?! Am I sure that wasn’t a dream? No. The cleaning lady came 

yesterday and annoyed me. So, I’m sure we have food. Let’s see what we have in 

there. Oh, wow. It is indeed very full. Hey, shouldn’t I wash my face? Later. I’ll take 

a shower today. What should I eat? Salad. I’ll make me a salad. Tomato. Cucumber. 

Lettuce. What else? Olives? Yeah. Why not? Come on. Let’s make a salad. Hurrah. 

No. Not that knife. The other one. The really sharp one. I love cutting tomatoes with it. 

Woo hoo. And a bowl. OK. Let’s start making a salad. We’re making a salad. We’re 

making a salad. Maybe I should record that one as well. I’m sure I can make millions 

with that. Perhaps they’ll invite me to Sesame Street. Oooh... sesame. That’s not a bad 

idea. Do I have any? I don’t think so. Oh, I have a missed call. That’s nice. Who’s it 

from? Fuck. Shit... um... I should call her back. I should... let’s call her. Come on. 

What will I say? What does she want? She’s probably calling to find out why I keep 

calling her. Wait! Don’t call her yet. What am I going to say? You know what? Calm 

down. Let’s eat breakfast first. There’s no rush. She can wait. She will wait. OK. 

Breakfast first. Let’s go on cutting the vegetables. Come on. Quicker. I want to eat 

breakfast. I’m hungry. Yeah right. What are you going to ... 

“OW!”  
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Shit. Shit. Am I? Yes. I’m bleeding. I need a plaster. Come on. Where are they? I 

never remember where I put them. I’m pretty sure they’re in the bathroom under the 

sink. Come on... please be here. Shit. It’s bleeding pretty badly. Come on. Come on. 

Maybe I can put some tissue on it for the time being. No. Here they are. OK. Ow! 

Damn it! Fuck! OK. It’s all fine. Just a tiny cut, you baby. It’s all covered now. 

Coffee. Let’s drink my coffee. What about the salad? A bit of coffee first and then 

salad and then Gina. Oh... what am I going to say to her? Nothing. You will listen to 

her and hear what she wants from you. No. I don’t want to eat. No more eating. Ever! 

I hate eating. I hate food. Food kills you and it makes you fat and ugly and it’s just a 

waste of time. And all that chewing... fuckin’ hell. I hate eating. I’m never going to 

eat again! Ever! But coffee is good... 

“OW!”  

Fuck. It’s hot. Oh, fuck it all. I don’t want any breakfast. I’m fucking pissed off now. 

I want to smoke. Not weed. Just a regular one. Don’t look at me like that. I will not let 

you judge me. You just burnt and cut me. I need to calm down. That’s better... 

where’s Betsy? 

“Come here, my pretty thing.”  

My son out the window... hmmm... na na... argh! I don’t want to play this! I want to 

write. Not sing. I want... I know what I want. Come on. I can see it. I can feel it. 

Where is the page with ’Dreams’ on it? There we go... 

Sometimes my dreams are so vivid, I lose track of reality.  

That’s quite beautiful. I like it. And it’s fucking honest. Gina would be proud of me. 

She always wants me to write what I really feel, and here we go. I feel better for 

writing it down. Thanks, Gina. OK. Now I’m ready to call her. 

Oh, fuck. What the hell am I doing? She’s probably not going to answer. Actually, 

why not? Just calm down. Breathe in and out. What will I say? Hey, you called. Hey, 

what’s up? Hello, G-Bomb. G-bomb?! Yo. Howdy. Good afternoon. Shit. I don’t 

know. Just call. See what comes up. Just... think before you speak. That’s it. Just. 

Relax. God-fucking-damn it. Too many contradicting instructions. OK. Let’s go for it. 

Ahhhhh... shhh... calm down. Everything is going to be... 

“Hello?” 

“Gina.” 

“I know.” 
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“I... how are you? You called me.” 

“I was returning your calls.” 

“Yes. You were. Thanks. How are you?” 

“Yeah, I’m alright. Just wondering why you’ve been calling me so much.” 

“I...”  

What do I tell her?  

“I wanted to talk to you.” 

“Oh, really? I couldn’t figure that one out. I guess I’m glad you didn’t just want to 

breathe heavily down the phone.” 

“Breathe heavily?! Why would I do that?”  

Why would I? She thinks I’m a pervert? 

“It was a joke.” 

Oh. Stupid! Stupid!  

“Yeah, I know. I was joking too.” 

“Anyway...” 

“Anyway...” 

“Arden, I’m not being funny, but what do you want?” 

Just go for it. Tell her the truth. She wants honesty from you. What is the truth?  

“I don’t know.”  

“So can I hang up now?” 

No. I want to see her.  

“I want to see you. I would... really like to see you.” 

“I’m not sure that’s such a great idea, are you?” 

She’s scared of me. I need to calm her down.  

“I just want to talk to you. That’s it. I promise. I miss you. I just want to have a chat – 

like we used to.” 

“Can we meet in town?” 

Hmmm. I’m really feeling lazy. I can’t be bothered to go all the way to town.  

“I’m working on a new album now. You know what it’s like. Do you mind if we do it 

here? You can even stay the night.”  

What the hell are you doing?!  

“I promise to be a complete gentleman. You can take the bedroom. I can take the sofa. 

Or the tree house.” 
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“You’re such an idiot. Ha ha.” 

At least I broke the ice.  

“Hey, I dreamt about you last night. You were in a pub.”  

“Well, I wasn’t.” 

“I know. It wasn’t you in the end.” 

“Look. I’ll think about your invitation and call you back later. Is that OK?” 

She’s going to ask friends what they think.  

“Which of your friends are you going to consult?” 

“How did you know?” 

“See? I do pay attention.”  

Score! 

“I’ll call you later.” 

“OK. I...”  

Fucking idiot! You were about to tell her you loved her. Are you insane?! Shut the 

fuck up. 

“Hello? Arden?” 

OK. Answer. And then shut up.  

“Yes. Sorry. I was just thinking about something. OK. Talk to you later. Bye” 

“Bye.” 

How do I show her how much I love her? How do I do it? If only I could understand 

how her mind fucking works.  

I want to write. Where is it? OK... pen... pen... fuck. Come on. OK. Here goes.  

“A love that I can’t grab. A love that I can’t find.”  

Nice! OK. Yay. Gina’s coming over... maybe. Don’t get too excited yet, until you 

hear from her. Oh, she’s going to come. I know it. She sounded like she wanted to 

come. I’m sure she’s only playing hard-to-get. I know she loves me. I know she 

misses me. I know she will be here. I could hear it. She just doesn’t want to get hurt. 

That’s understandable. I hurt her. She doesn’t want to go through it again. Cool. I’ve 

sussed her out. I like it when I understand how people’s games work. I can be one 

step ahead of them. Hey, don’t talk about Gina like that. She’s not inferior to you. It’s 

thoughts like this that made her leave you. But hey, I do understand what game she 

was playing. Come on. Don’t pretend. 
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Shall I have a shower? I don’t stink. I should brush my teeth though. Not again. I hate 

fucking mirrors. Repress again. Really? No. Let’s just do it. Let’s go for it. I want to 

see myself naked in the mirror – all of me – properly. Come on. Hmmm... that’s 

disgusting. All of it. Enough. I don’t want any fucking mirrors in my house ever. 

Maybe I should call Jeremy and tell him to get rid of all my mirrors. Nah. I can get rid 

of them myself. But, if I have a gig or something, I need to see what I look like before 

I go out. Not to mention if someone comes here. What do I care what I look like in 

front of people? As long as I feel good. Come on. You need to check your hair. You 

know that. No! No mirrors. I still want to look at my body, though. I want to see if it’s 

any different from the body in the dream. I want to see what I am that he isn’t. Well, 

I’m definitely not any thinner than I am in the dream. And my ankles are still as ugly, 

and my dick is still... well... it’s all exactly the same crap. Why can’t I at least dream 

of having a hotter body or something like that? Anything. No. Just stuck with the 

same boring physique. How depressing. Then again, I guess in the dream I do look 

quite beautiful and sexy. I think... no? 

“Na na na na.” 

Shit. That scared me half to death. Oh fuck, maybe it’s Gina. Shit. Shit. Oh, fuck. It is 

Gina. OK. OK. OK... just be relaxed. Come on. Oh, please come visit me. 

“Hello.” 

“I’ll come.” 

Yes! Oh. I’m going to have sex. This is going to be so cool. I need to clean myself. 

And clean my bed. 

“Hello?” 

“Yeah. I’m here. Sorry. No, that’s great. I can’t wait to see you tonight.” 

“No. I’ll come tomorrow. I can’t come tonight.” 

Damn it. I don’t want to wait. Never mind.  

“That’s fantastic.” 

“And listen... I’ll stay till Sunday morning. But you’d better behave!” 

She’s up for it. But come on. Sex isn’t the point in all this. I know. I know. I’m just 

excited that she’s coming. I do really miss her. And this excitement can’t just be about 

sex. I know me. 

“OK. So I’ll see you tomorrow.” 

“Great. I can’t wait.”  
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Fucking yes! Yes, fucking. Heh. Don’t be like that. Come on. It’s not about the sex. 

You really miss her and I know you do. So, come on. This is your chance to make 

things right again. What am I going to say? Nothing. You are not going to think about 

this now. Television. It’s time to watch TV. This will pass the time and soon you can 

sleep, wake up and be with her. 

Great. A game show... he’s good looking. I hope he wins... oh, that’s so lovely... she 

has to win. No, it’s China. Every child knows that. What an idiot. Um... yes, 

badminton. Oh, come on... come on... come on... yes! Oh, that’s so moving. Shit. I 

can’t believe I’m crying. I have to stop crying over game shows. This is just... I’m 

happy. No, I’m sad. I don’t know what the fuck I am anymore. What happened to my 

self-awareness? I used to understand my emotions completely. What’s wrong with me 

now? I don’t want to think about this. I’m sick of thinking about things. 

Running! I’ll go running! That’s it. Come on. Hurry up. Let’s just go. What about 

getting dressed? No. I’ll run with these clothes. But shoes. Yes. I need shoes. Come 

on. Let’s go. Shouldn’t I warm up? Nah. I’ll warm up as I go along. 

OK. Running. Breathe... no thinking. No dreams. No Helena. No Gina. No nothing. 

Get her out of my mind! AAAAHHH! Come on. Enough. I don’t want to think about 

anything. Just to run. Just to... come on. Stop it. Don’t make me hit you! Fuck! Shit! 

Come on. Do it! You can. Run. Running is good. What was that? Is there someone 

behind me? Big brother is watching me? Ahhh. I’m scared. What am I scared of? I’m 

being irrational. Since when am I paranoid? This doesn’t make any sense. Come on. 

Nobody is watching me. Nobody is running after me. It’s all in my mind. My stupid 

fucking mind. Which I hate. I don’t want my mind anymore. I want to be someone 

else. When I die. When I die, I won’t have my mind anymore. What if I do? What if 

those religious people are right about eternal life and all that crap? What if I’m stuck 

with myself for the rest of time? That’s a horrible thought. I will die and that will be it. 

Let’s try and imagine it. Dying. That’s it. Like switching off the TV. It’s dead. 

Nothing. But then, why am I thinking now? What’s the point of everything? What the 

hell... ahhh! What was that? Fuck. It was a bird or a cricket or something annoying. 

Relax. I can’t relax. I’m scared. I want to go home. I want to go home! Run back 

home. I don’t want to be outside anymore. I want home. I want to lock my door and 

hide under the duvet until Gina comes. I want to sleep. No. No sleeping. I can’t sleep. 

It’s too early. And I don’t want to dream. Yes, you do. Life is much happier there. 
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Come on. I’m panting like a fucking dog. I used to be in shape. I should be in shape. 

Maybe it’s fear. I want a spliff. I want to smoke. I deserve one. I don’t want to think 

about anything. Since when do spliffs stop you from thinking? They will tonight. I 

will watch TV and smoke a spliff and everything will be alright. I know it will be. It 

must be. OK. I’m home. I’m here. Door is locked. I have nothing to be scared of. I’m 

safe and I’m fine and I’m ok. And I’ll smoke and watch TV and sleep until Gina 

comes here and everything will be ok. OK. OK... I’m fine. Calm down. 

Television. Let’s just watch something while I roll, and that’s it. That’s the end of it. 

Everything is simple and nice and lovely. So calm down. No need for any panic 

attacks. And catch your fucking breath, for fuck’s sake. OK. No... no... no... no... no... 

no... no... oh. A documentary about sharks. Hey, my son likes sharks. Not my son – 

Joshua. Joshua likes sharks. What the fuck? Joshua doesn’t even exist. Oh, we’re 

going to go to the zoo today. They. Where’s the lighter? Why do I always lose them? 

I don’t want to get up. Damn it... oh, here it is. My son... my son out the window. I 

want to write another verse. 

Horrors of existence... planning... planning in the distance. Planning? No. Distance is 

nice though. What happens in the distance? Seeing the distance. Doesn’t fit. Ghosts! 

The son is dead! Ghosts. Horrors of existence, ghosts are in the distance. Yes! Fuck. I 

don’t have a third rhyme for these. Existence... persistence. Emprutance. Delicious. 

Contitous. Amricious. Persistence works. OK. Working through persistence. Yes! 

Fantastic. Where’s Betsy? I want to sing it now. 

“Pizzas on the floor 

Stillness by the door  

Just back from the store 

My son out the window. 

Jigsawing through life, 

Only with my wife, 

I want to buy a knife,  

My son out the window. 

Horrors of existence 

Ghosts are in the distance. No! 

Ghosts stand in the distance. Better. 

Again! 
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Horrors of existence, 

Ghosts stand in the distance, 

Working through persistence 

My son out the window.” 

Yes. It’s nice. I like it. I love the music. It’s so mantraic. Mantraic? Does that word 

exist? Ach. I know what I mean, and that’s all that matters. Cool. Fantastic. Excellent. 

Now I’m happy. Who said that weed doesn’t inspire you? I want to record it. So I 

don’t forget. OK.  

“Ahem.” 

Ready? And go! 

“Pizzas on the floor 

Stillness by the door  

Just back from the store 

My son out the window. 

Jigsawing through life, 

Only with my wife, 

I want to buy a knife,  

My son out the window. 

Horrors of existence, 

Ghosts stand in the distance, 

Working through persistence 

My son out the window.” 

Shhh... woo hoo! Excellent! I love it! 

I’m hungry. What should I eat? Oh, shit. The salad is still there. Oh, damn. Is that 

blood? Yes. The floor was just cleaned yesterday. Should I leave it there or clean it? I 

have to clean it. Whatshername is coming tomorrow. Gina! He he. Idiot! You forgot 

Gina’s name. Ha ha. You must tell her that tomorrow. She’ll think it’s hilarious. 

Maybe I should call her and tell her. Wow. This salad is so delicious. What was I 

saying? That the salad is delicious. It is. It’s really good. I should eat salad every day. 

No. I was saying something else. Something about Gina. Oh, never mind... I’m hot. 

Hey – slow down with the eating. But it’s delicious. I’m hot. I want to take my clothes 

off. That’s a great idea. But I want more salad. There’s no more salad left. Now I’m 

sad. Should I eat something else? No. I’m hot – so I’ll take my clothes off. That’s 
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what I want to do now. There we go. Wow. I’m fat. Fuck off! What are you talking 

about? You’re thin. I am not. Ach! Shit. Stop looking at me. Go away. I want to go sit 

on the sofa again. Hello, Mr Willy. Shut up! I know what I want to do. God. I haven’t 

done this in years. I want to suck on my thumb. Look at you – you big baby. Curled 

up on the sofa with your thumb in your mouth. Just like a big baby. I am a baby. Oh, 

what was that on TV? I don’t know. I don’t care. Baby. Gina... baby Gina. Is that like 

the new Jesus? Baby Gina Christ. That could be a nice name for a band. Wow. I must 

change my name to Baby Gina Christ – if I were a band. I’m not a band. I’m just a 

singer. So, I can’t change it. I can’t? change my name. That’s stupid. What kind of 

singer changes his name after he’s become famous? Oh – Prince. Or whoever he is 

nowadays. Cat Stephens. Yeah. I should find religion and change my name but I have 

found religion – it’s the religion following the Baby Gina Christ. Oh wow – I didn’t 

even realise that Gina sounds a bit like Jesus. Wow. That’s so amazing. Ah... nothing 

funny to say to myself now. Nothing interesting on TV. So let’s think about... I don’t 

know. My flat. My songs. My career. No. That’s depressing. My dreams – also 

depressing. I’m so tired. I can’t catch my thoughts. I can’t grab them. Am I stoned? 

Maybe. I can’t digest anything. Now I’m hungry again. Stop thinking. Just let them all 

run and run and run out. Oh, wow. That’s where the expression run out comes from. I 

never thought of that. I want to go to sleep now.  

It would be nice if I manage to fall asleep. I’ll be really happy. Well, first of all – the 

dreams. That will be great. It will be nice to check up on them – but also – Gina. Yay! 

Gina is coming tomorrow. Oh wow, I’m smiling. I haven’t smiled in so long. So long. 

Gina and Helena. Which one is prettier? Wow. That’s a difficult question. They look 

so... look so different. I’m... OK. Now I can... I can sleep. OK. Goodnight Arden. 

Sleep tight. Dream well. Keep on smiling. Smiling... goodnight. Fall. Falling... 
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Saturday, March 3rd 

 

“Dad!” 

Oh, God. What does he want?  

“Wake up!” 

Please go away. I need some time. Leave me alone. Hey! How dare you talk like that 

about your son? He’s your son. Behave! 

“Dad!” 

Yes... 

“Yes, I’m getting up.” 

“Dad, it’s Saturday.” 

“Yes, I know that. What time is it?” 

“I don’t know...”  

Good God... what’s the time? For heaven’s sake, it’s six am. 

“Dad! Come on. Let’s go.” 

I don’t think he’s going to let me sleep. What’s Helena smiling about? This is a bit too 

idyllic for me. Everything is just a bit too perfect. I don’t like this. I want some 

tension. Some arguing. Maybe I should just hit Joshua. Don’t be stupid. Hit Helena? 

Aw, look at her. She’s so beautiful. Lying there smiling... it’s lovely.  

“Come on. Breakfast is ready.” 

What?  

“How long have you been up for?” 

“I don’t know.” 

What’s so exciting about a zoo?  

“Come on. We’d better go downstairs, if he’s prepared everything.” 

“I’m scared now.” 

“Give me your hand.”  

Not this hand. I hurt it... oh, wait a minute. It doesn’t hurt. I didn’t bleed. That was in 

the dream. 

“OK. Let’s go and eat. What do you think he’s made?” 

“Well, we won’t know if we stay here. Let’s go and eat.” 

Life is too good. What can I say?  

“Look. We have some gherkins, and some chocolate and some cheese.” 
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“Wow, Josh. That’s lovely.”  

Deary me.  

“Tomorrow you make breakfast.”  

“Shhh!” 

“This is lovely, Josh. I’m sure this will give us a lot of energy for the zoo.” 

“Come on. Eat quickly so we can go. I want to get there early.” 

Yes, well, the animals will still be asleep. That was funny.  

“We’re going to get there before the animals wake up.”  

“Mum, do you like the breakfast?” 

“It’s lovely. But you should eat more.” 

“I’m not hungry.” 

“Well, if you don’t eat, you’ll be tired later.” 

“OK. I’ll eat a bit. But that’s enough.” 

“That was great. Thank you very much for taking care of breakfast.” 

“Arden, you and Josh go and get ready and I’ll clear up here.”  

“Come on, boy. Let’s leave her at what she does best.” 

“Hey!” 

“Dad, you shouldn’t talk to Mum like that.” 

God. Can’t they take a joke? How do I get out of this one easily?  

“It seems we raised him well.” 

“That’s no thanks to you.” 

“Hey!”  

She is funny, though. 

“Dad! Come on! Let’s get ready!” 

I can’t believe I have to leave the house so early, and on a Saturday. What happened 

to the days where I could rest over the weekend? Ah. They never existed. Yes. The 

memories of a life I never lived. Were they from the dreams too? No. I wonder if that 

other person has weekends off. What am I talking about? He has every day off. I want 

his life. Living in nature, peace and quiet, and lots of money, servants. And then 

there’s me. The unlucky one of the two. Having to get dressed to go to the zoo at half 

past six on a Saturday morning. I hate zoos. Why the hell am I even going? What’s 

the point? Oh... Josh is the point. The things we do for the people we love. Well, our 

children. The things we do for our children. I’m a good father. And a good husband. I 
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do well with them. They have a nice life. I provide well for them. Well done, me. 

Nobody pats me on the back enough. But well done me. I do very well. Much better 

than the other guy. All alone. Yeah. I win. Fuck you! Hey... no need to be so... 

“Are you ready?” 

Um... what am I missing? Shoes!  

“I just need to put some shoes on and then I’ll be done.” 

“OK. Do that and check on Josh. Make sure he’s dressed well enough. I think it might 

get a bit cold today.” 

“Ay, ay, captain!” 

“What’s with you today?” 

I just feel silly today.  

“What do you mean?” 

“I don’t know. You’re being very humorous.” 

“Thanks. You’re talking about me as if I have no sense of humour usually.” 

“Oh, stop being so sensitive. Come on. Check on Josh and let’s go.” 

“Josh! Are you ready?” 

“Yep. Let’s go!”  

Nothing to worry about there.  

“Come on, Dad!” 

“I’m coming. Your mother is still getting dressed.” 

“It’s OK. I’ll be there in thirty seconds. You can wait for me in the car, if you like.” 

“Come on, Dad!” 

Sit in the car?  

“OK. Let’s sit in the car like idiots. Come on, my lovely off-spring.” 

“Dad, are you and Mum going to make me a brother?” 

Shit. I’m so bad at these things. What’s the right answer? Helena will know.  

“Ask your mother.” 

“But she’d probably want a girl, right?” 

Oh my.  

“I...”  

What should I say?  

“I really don’t know.” 

Come on, Helena. Hurry up. Oh, thank God.  
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“Here she is. Talk to her.” 

“OK. Are we all ready for a fun day out?” 

“I am, but Josh has a question for you.” 

“Oh?” 

“Why don’t you make me a brother?” 

Let’s see how she gets out of this one. 

“Um... well, we wanted to make sure we could give you all the love that you deserve 

before having any more children.” 

“Oh, OK...” 

Wow. That was good. Well done, honey.  

“Why are you smiling?” 

She’s lovely.  

“I just love you.” 

Why is she looking away now? She doesn’t love me back... I knew it. I can’t believe 

it. Well, I can believe it. Enough! Stop thinking about this. She does love you. You’re 

wrong. You’re imagining things. Of course she loves you. The bitch. OK. Enough. 

Stop thinking. Stop thinking about this. Put some radio on. The music will help 

distract you. Ahhh. That’s lovely. So beautiful and so calm and... 

“Dad, can you change it to something less crap?” 

What a rude little... 

“Hey, this is quality music, this.” 

“Dad, it’s boring. Put some good music on.” 

“Come on, Arden. Just put something else on.” 

Disgusting family.  

“You take care of it. I’m driving. I don’t have time to press buttons.” 

“OK... how about... this?” 

“No, Mum!” 

“OK... this?” 

“Yeah, that’s fine.” 

“Arden?” 

“I don’t care.” 
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What horrible music. How am I supposed to stay calm and concentrate and enjoy my 

drive? Actually, I do like this song. No. I hate it. It’s too loud. I won’t enjoy it. I 

refuse to enjoy it.  

La la la... no! Don’t. Stop. Sing one of the dream songs. ‘Son out the window’. La la 

la. Enough. Come on. 

“Are you OK, Arden?” 

What does she want?  

“Of course, I’m fine. Why shouldn’t I be?” 

“You’re driving very fast.” 

“I know. It’s more fun to drive like this.” 

“No, it’s not. It’s scary. Don’t forget my state, please.” 

“We’re almost there anyway.” 

“Are we?” 

“Calm down, Josh.”  

God... 

La la la ... no! ‘Son out the window’. ‘Yellow metals’. Come on. I have enough good 

songs to sing from. Good songs? I think they’re good? Wow. They’re so not my kind 

of music. I wonder why I think they’re good. Maybe because I wrote them. I made 

them up. I created them. Just like Josh. Josh isn’t my type either? My type? Now I 

have a type in children too? Well, yes. I do. But Josh is most certainly my type in 

children. He’s quiet and polite and all-round lovely. I’m very happy with Josh, and 

with the songs. And they’re all my children. Oh dear. 

“We’re here.” 

So we are.  

“Yep. Are you both excited?” 

“Yes. Let’s go.” 

There are quite a lot of people here already. I never imagined so many people would 

want to see caged animals. I mean, seriously, what’s the point? I’d better go and pay 

for it. Great. A queue. 

“OK, guys. I’ll go and get us tickets. I’ll see you here in a few minutes.” 

Why are there so many people here? It’s too much. Oh well. Let’s get in. Do it and go. 

When was I last at a zoo? I can’t remember. I don’t like zoos. Oh, come on. Give it a 

try. You might enjoy it. Who knows? Just let it be. Let it happen. See what happens. 
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How much?! That’s ridiculous. That’s really expensive. How come it’s the same price 

for all ages? This is stupid. I don’t understand. Then again, I guess it is very 

expensive to torture and cage all these poor animals.  

“Yes, three please.” 

She’s rude. What happened to service with a smile?!  

“Thank you.” 

Bitch! 

“Come on! Let’s go!” 

I’m tired. Well, prepare for a long, long walk. Long and boring.  

“Josh, get a map.” 

“So, what do you want to see?” 

“I want to see the café. Josh can walk on his own.” 

I love her so much. Then again, I do kind of want to see some animals.  

“That’s a great idea. But should we leave him alone for the whole time?” 

“Arden, he’s thirteen. I think he can look after himself in a zoo.” 

“I know he can, but won’t he get bored?” 

“I’m off. Shall I meet you in the café later?” 

I guess he won’t be bored on his own.  

“OK. Enjoy. See you later.”  

Well, at least I’m saving myself the horridness of seeing these poor creatures. Then 

again, this is going to be one expensive cup of coffee. Going to the zoo for coffee. 

Who heard such frivolousness? Oh well, at least I’ll have a chance to talk to her. I 

don’t want to talk to her. Maybe she wants to sit for coffee alone. I didn’t even think 

about that. 

“Do you want me to go with Josh?” 

“Why? I thought we could sit and talk for a bit?” 

Talk? Oh, my God. I knew it. She wants... I don’t know. I don’t know. I don’t... I 

don’t want to think about it... no. I do. I can’t not think about it. What does she want 

to talk about? Why does she want to talk to me? What happened? What does she 

want? What did I do? What’s wrong?! Something is wrong. I know it is. 

“What do you want to talk about?” 

“What do you mean?” 

What the hell?!  
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“What do you mean, what do I mean? It’s a simple question. You said you wanted to 

talk. About what?” 

“About... nothing. Really. I don’t know. Just talk. We haven’t talked properly for ages. 

And you’ve been so odd recently. I just want to see how you are. Just to talk.” 

Oh... OK... 

“Yeah. It will be great to talk properly.” 

“Shall we sit here?” 

“Why not.” 

Why do I get so worried with her? Maybe she’s not the right person for me. Maybe 

we’re not a good match. Maybe we shouldn’t be together.  

“Good morning. What can I get you?” 

“I’ll just have a coffee, please...” 

“Me too, please. Thank you.”  

No. What are you doing? 

“Coffee? Since when do you drink coffee?” 

“I don’t. I’ll have a tea, please.” 

“One tea and one coffee. Thank you.” 

“Wait. Make mine a decaff, please.” 

“Certainly.” 

“What’s going on with you?” 

“I don’t know. My mind is elsewhere...” 

“Where is it?” 

Where is my mind? I don’t even like this song... but I do... it’s by the Pixies. How do I 

know that? Should I tell her? Perhaps I should. Just ask it nicely. Ask it in a way that 

invites her and doesn’t push her away. “Do you think we’re a good match?” 

Oh, no. She’s scared. She looks really worried all of a sudden. What have I done? 

“What’s wrong with you? Why are you behaving like this?” 

Just tell her. Tell her everything. Tell her about the dreams, and tell her about her 

leaving you... tell her everything. No. Not the dreams. She’ll think I’m mad. I don’t 

want her to think I’m mad. Look at her. She already thinks you’re mad. Of course 

she’ll leave you. 

“Please, tell me.” 

Fine... I’ll tell her.  
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“I’m scared you’re going to leave me.” 

“Arden... look at me.” 

I don’t want to look at her. I feel like a three-year-old all of a sudden.  

“Arden. I have a thirteen-year-old son with you, and I am now pregnant with a 

second one. Do you really think I’m going to leave you?” 

Is that supposed to reassure me? I guess it does make some sense, though. 

“I am not going anywhere in the near future. On top of all that, I kinda like you. I 

think I’d like to keep you – if that’s OK with you.” 

Idiot. She’s being sarcastic... I hope. 

Why are we going to the zoo to sit in a café? I want to see squirrels. 

“I want to see the squirrels.” 

“You want to see what? Now I know you’re losing your mind. Anyway, I thought you 

hated zoos.” 

“I do... but I want to see squirrels. And please don’t say I’m losing my mind.” 

“I’m sorry.” 

She’s right, though. Isn’t she? I am losing my mind. I’m insane.  

“Am I?!” 

“Are you what? Losing your mind?! Of course not. You’re just very stressed. You’re 

going through a hard time. It happens sometimes.” 

“But I’m not. My life is great now. Why is it happening to me now?” 

“Maybe it’s a midlife crisis.” 

“I’m thirty one! How is that even possible?!” 

“Arden, midlife crisis is not about age. It’s about where you are in life. You have a 

thirteen-year-old boy and another one on the way. You could very well be in your 

midlife crisis.” 

That’s insane. She’s the lunatic. Surely, I can’t be going through it now. It’s not that – 

is it? I’m sure it’s not. It can’t be. Oh, forget this. It’s just annoying. I want to see the 

squirrels. He he... I’m sounding like a three-year-old now. I am a three-year-old. 

Damn it, maybe I am going through this horrible process. Now you’re making it 

sound like menopause. Well, I guess in a way it is very similar. How is that similar in 

any way? 

“Arden!” 

What?  
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“What?” 

“Are you listening to me?” 

Shit... 

“No. I’m sorry. I was thinking about something else.” 

“I see that. Can you give me a little bit of attention once in a while?” 

“I’m sorry.”  

“Drink your tea. If you want to go wander around for a bit, drink it and we’ll go.” 

I didn’t even realise the tea was here. Oh, it’s lukewarm. 

“How long has this been here?” 

“Long enough. Arden. Please. Stop it. Please. Please... I want you back. I need you.” 

Back from where? I don’t understand. Don’t bother trying to figure her out. Just let it 

be and move on. Drink your tea and go. 

“Have you finished your coffee? 

“Yes, I have.” 

I don’t even want to drink any more of this. It tastes like shit anyway. 

“OK. Let’s go. I want to see some animals.” 

“How will Josh find us?” 

“Don’t worry about him. I’m sure he’ll manage.” 

“What’s got into you?” 

What did I do? Now she thinks I don’t love him?! I wasn’t trying to sound violent. I 

just meant what I said. He’s a big boy. He can find us easily. It’s not like we’re on a 

Kenyan safari. We’re in a tiny local zoo. There are hardly any animals here. I hope 

they have squirrels. I really want to see the squirrels. How do I find them? I want to... 

“Why aren’t you talking to me?”  

“I am talking to you. I was just looking for the map.” 

“Why?” 

“I want to see something.” 

“What do you want to see?” 

“Squirrels.” 

“Squirrels? You go to a zoo and you want to see squirrels?” 

What’s so ridiculous about that? 

“What about lions? Or crocodiles? Or elephants? You are so weird sometimes...” 

I don’t understand. I’ve never seen a squirrel in my life. 
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“I don’t know what squirrels look like.” 

“Of course you do. Don’t be stupid.” 

“Look. I want to see squirrels. Are you going to help me find them or not?” 

“OK... OK... I’m sorry. Here’s a map. I’ll go and see where they are. Just wait for me 

here.” 

Did I scare her? I hope not. I just wanted to see squirrels. I’m sorry if I’m being weird. 

Maybe it is a bit weird to look for squirrels in a zoo, but... I don’t know. I want to see 

a squirrel. I want to see what they look like. I want to look at one. I think I... 

“OK. If I understand this map correctly, and you know what I’m like, I think it’s just 

over there. Oh, wait a minute... no. It’s there. Definitely. Yeah. I know where we are. 

Let’s go. Let’s go and see your squirrel.” 

Here’s Josh.  

“Josh! Come here.” 

“Where were you? I was looking for you.” 

“We’re here.” 

“Yes, I know that...” 

“So what did you see?” 

“I don’t like it here.” 

What? He doesn’t like zoos either?  

“Why not?” 

“The animals look sad. Everybody here looks sad. I don’t like this zoo. Can we go 

home?” 

“Are you serious?” 

“Listen, your dad wants to see something, and then we can go if you want.” 

Wow. What made him feel that way?  

“What did you see?” 

“I don’t know. All kinds of things. I’ve had enough. We can go.” 

“I understand how you feel. Just give me two minutes. Here they are.” 

“Here what are?” 

“The squirrels. He wants to look at squirrels.” 

“At squirrels? But why does...” 

Here he is. Here he is. It’s the same one. It’s the one I dreamt about. I’m sure of that. 

It’s beautiful. It’s looking at me. Why is it looking at me? What does he want to tell 
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me? It wants to tell me something. I know it. I feel strange. I feel sick. What do you 

want? It’s staring me in the eyes. That’s not normal. Is it?! Am I imagining it?  

“Am I imagining it?” 

“Imagining what?” 

“Look at him. He’s looking at me. Isn’t it?!” 

“I don’t know. It looks busy with its nuts. I don’t know what it’s looking at.”  

“Dad, I’m not even sure it’s a he...” 

Maybe I am just imagining things. What’s going on with me? I feel sick. I don’t feel 

good.  

“I don’t feel so good.” 

“OK. Come on. Let’s go home. I’ll drive. Maybe you’ve got sun stroke.” 

“What are you trying to say?” 

“Come on. Let’s go home...” 

OK. Go home. Maybe I’m sunstruck. Maybe I’m hallucinating. I don’t know what’s 

going on with me, but I’m sure I’m making it up or something... 

“Give me the car keys.” 

What?  

“Why?” 

“I’ll drive. Come on. You rest a bit. I think it’s been a long day for all of us.” 

Yeah. Maybe I shouldn’t drive. Maybe I’m just... God. I feel sick. I think I’m going to 

throw up. Or am I just imagining this as well?  

“I don’t feel too good. I think.” 

“I know. I can tell. You’ll go home and go to sleep...” 

No. No sleep. That’s the last thing I want. More dreams. But it might be nice. Oh, 

Gina is coming over today. Maybe I should go to sleep soon. I could see Gina.  

“Yeah, maybe I should go to sleep.” 

“Come on.” 

It’s hot in the car. Maybe I did get sunstroke. Should I drink something?  

“Do we have any water?” 

“I have some in my bag.” 

Good... 

“There you go.” 

“Shall I put some music on? I can put some nice classical music for you.” 
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OK... music. I’ll listen to music. Just be quiet, and don’t talk to anyone. Oh. I know 

this piece. I think I do. It sounds familiar. I think. No. I don’t know. Of course you do. 

You know your classical music. I only think I know it. I know nothing. Who am I 

kidding? It’s a lie. I don’t know anything. I’m crap. 

“Do you know what this piece is?” 

I don’t want her to know that I don’t know. Just stay in your catatonic state of mind 

and say nothing. What is Josh doing? Oh, he’s asleep... I can pretend to be half asleep 

too. But don’t fall asleep. She’ll wake you up when you get home and then you’ll 

have to leave Gina. If I even go back there again. Of course I will. I am... I mean, 

won’t I?! It’s not a dream. It’s there. It’s... I don’t know. I’ll be there. Again. Like 

before. It’s not a dream. It’s me too. Stop it. Stop thinking. Stop talking. Stop... just 

stop. Listen to the music. It’s beautiful. I don’t care if I don’t know what it is. It’s 

beautiful. No, it’s not. It’s rubbish. I hate it. I don’t even know what kind of music I 

like any more. I want some rock music. I want my music. I want to hear my songs. 

They’re nice. They’re really good. I want to hear them. I want to hear what they are. I 

want... maybe I can look for them on the Internet. See if they exist. But. If they exist... 

what does that mean? And what if they don’t exist? What does that mean? I’m not 

sure I want to know either way. Enough. Stop thinking. I can’t breathe. I’m... I don’t 

feel good. I think I’m going to throw up. Maybe I should ask Helena to stop the car. 

Maybe I should get out and throw up. Maybe I should... maybe I shouldn’t. I don’t 

know.   

Shut up. Stop it. Just stop it. Quiet. Peace and quiet. Music. Listen to the music and 

ignore the rest. Forget everything else.  

We’re almost home. I recognise where we are. We’re almost there and then I could go 

in, go to bed and... sleep? Should I go to sleep? I’m sure Helena wouldn’t mind. I’m 

sure she’d let me go to sleep. Can I, though? Damn it! Just get the fuck out of my 

mind. Out! Out! 

“Out!” 

Shit. 

“What?” 

Shit! Shit!  

“Nothing. I’m fine. Sorry. I don’t know what I said.” 

“You said ‘out’.” 
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“I did, didn’t I? I don’t know why I said that. It just came out.”  

That was unintentional. 

“No pun intended.” 

“OK... well, we’re nearly home and then you can get out, if you like.” 

No... no... damn it, Helena. Why can’t you understand anything?  

“Don’t worry about it. I don’t know why I said it. I’m fine.” 

Josh is sleeping. Lucky boy. Talk to her about Josh. That’s a common ground for us 

to direct the conversation to.  

“Josh looks so peaceful” 

“Don’t say that!” 

What did I do?  

“What?” 

“I don’t know. It’s that term – peaceful. It makes it sound like he’s dead or 

something.” 

OK. She’s in a bad mood. But he does look dead. Is he dead? Shall I ask her? Shall I 

check? I can’t check. Oh. Now she put me in a morbid state.  

“You’re very morbid today.” 

“Can you blame me?” 

Well, if he falls out the window he’ll be dead. No. Don’t be stupid. I wonder what she 

would think if she connected the two things – me apparently being morbid and me 

having thoughts of him falling out the window. Well, the dream-me, though I also 

wanted to throw him out the window, or at least that’s what he wrote, I think. I 

wonder why people keep thinking I’m morbid when I’m not. It’s like whatshisname... 

my history teacher who was obsessed with me being morbid. What was his name? I 

don’t remember. Never mind. I don’t understand anything any more. Thank God, 

we’re home. 

“Now you can get out and do whatever the hell you want to do.” 

What is she talking about? I don’t have the energy for this.  

“I’ll put Josh to bed.” 

“Yeah. You do that.” 

Ignore her.  

“Josh... Joshy...” 

“Hemn?” 
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“Come on, you need to go to bed.” 

“Aheusm!” 

He’s walking in his sleep. Well, half-sleep. That’s quite amusing. Shall I wake him 

up? Never wake a sleeping child. Then again, he’s hardly a child. He’s a teenager now. 

That’s depressing. I’m not old enough to have a teenage child. I should have thought 

about that before having him at such a young age. If only we’d had better sex-

education. Yeah, as if that would have made any difference whatsoever. 

OK. Now it’s time to talk to Helena. Great. Just what I want. She’s already sitting and 

waiting for me. I’ll sit with her. It will be fine. I’m sure it will be fine. 

“How was it last night? Did you have fun?” 

“Yeah. It was alright. Katherine and Charlie are having problems.” 

“I know. I heard about it.” 

“Did Katherine tell you?” 

“Yes.” 

It feels much nicer talking about other people’s problems. It has nothing to do with us. 

It’s great. I feel calm. I feel relaxed. Who am I kidding? I can barely breathe. And my 

hands are twitching. 

“Um... did you have fun at the zoo today?” 

She’s trying. She’s noticing it. I’m sad. I want to do something. Anything. I feel 

trapped. I feel like something in me just needs to explode and fly and do something. I 

don’t know. I don’t understand what I’m going through. What the hell is that? I’m 

stressing out. Maybe it’s, like, a panic attack or something. It’s not a panic attack, but 

I want to stop thinking. I want to cry. Perhaps I should watch a game show. That will 

make me cry.  

“Do you want to watch television?” 

“What?” 

Why did I ask that?  

“I... I don’t know” 

“I thought we agreed to never watch TV.” 

“Yes. We did. I don’t know why I said that.” 

“Telly doesn’t solve anything.”  

Why does she make everything so complicated? Why can’t I just enjoy doing 

something stupid from time to time? 
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“Again you’re saying things without knowing why you’re saying them. Arden, I’m 

really worried.” 

I know. I just don’t know. I don’t understand. I have no idea what’s going on with me. 

What should I do? What should I say?  

“What do you think about diving?” 

“That’s it. I’m calling the doctor.” 

That was a stupid choice. God, Arden. Don’t ever work with people. You’re crap at it.  

“Arden, tell me. What is wrong with you? Why are you behaving this way?” 

“I don’t know. I really don’t know.” 

“Shall we go to sleep?” 

That might be a good idea.  

“Yes. Let’s go to sleep.” 

“Come on. Come with me. Let’s go to bed.” 

OK. We’ll go to bed. Bed means sleep. And sleep means Gina. I can’t believe that I’m 

finally going to see her again. Not again. For the first time. Hold on. If it’s for the first 

time – how come I know what she looks like? Do I know what she looks like? I don’t 

know if what I think I know is what she really looks like. I guess I’ll find out today. 

Tonight. Well, tomorrow. Tonight. I don’t know how to look at it anymore. 

“Are you going to brush your teeth?” 

“Not tonight. I don’t feel like it.” 

“Me neither. Let’s just go to bed with dirty mouths.” 

What the hell is she talking about? Is that a joke? I think it was. Laugh. No. It’s too 

late to laugh. Just smile. Acknowledge the humour. Good.  

“You know, I can see tears in your eyes. Why aren’t you crying?” 

Why am I not crying? I have no idea why I’m not crying. I don’t know what I need to 

cry about.  

“You need to express your emotions.” 

Don’t I need to understand what I’m feeling to be able to express it? I don’t 

understand what’s going on in my mind so how the hell can I express it? How can I... 

“Do you want to have sex?” 

What?!  

“What?”  

“Sex. Me and you. You remember. Sex!” 
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That’s the last thing I need now.  

“No, Hel. I’m not really in the mood for that.” 

“You don’t have to do anything. Just lie there.” 

I... oh, no. She’s starting to kiss me. I’ll never be able to stop her now. I... damn it. It 

looks like I’m going to have to have sex. I might as well enjoy it. I could do it quick. 

I’m sure she understands what kind of state of mind I’m in, so if I finish it soon, she’ll 

know that it’s got nothing to do with her and it’s about me being in... wow. That was 

nice. OK. Stop thinking about crap and start enjoying this. 

It’s... ow! OK... that’s better. Come on. Think of Helena. Think of Gina. Think of 

anything – just make sure you come quickly. Come on. It’s enjoyable. You’re liking it. 

It’s good. Gina... naked... come on. Harder. Come on... come on... 

“Ahhh! I’m sorry... I’m sorry... I’m sorry... I’m...”  

Shit. Why did I think of Gina? Why not of Helena? Why didn’t I warn Helena? Shit. 

I’m such a bastard. I hate myself. Oh God. I’m crying. 

“I’m sorry.” 

“Don’t be stupid. It’s fine. See? You’re crying. I’m glad I could help.” 

She did help. I am feeling better. Come on. Clean yourself up. Let’s go to sleep... 

“Are you OK?” 

“Thanks. I love you, you know that.”  

“I do...” 

I want to hug her. I want to hug her forever. I really do love her. She’s so wonderful.  

“Thanks again” 

“Hmmm...” 

OK. Time to sleep now... goodnight. Stop thinking. Let it all go. Just go... let it... 

 

 

“Eeew”  

For fuck’s sake. I’m all dirty and sticky. This is disgusting. God, I can’t believe that 

Gina is coming and instead of waiting, I can’t fucking control myself even in my 

sleep. OK. I need to take a shower. Come on. Quickly. Do I need to change the 

sheets? No. They look fine. Wait, is that a stain? No, it’s not. Good God. God? Why 

am I fucking talking about God all the time? Where did that stupid thing come from? 

Anyway, I don’t need to change them. Then again, it might be good that so much 
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came out. Perhaps I will last longer now. What the hell are you talking about? You are 

not going to sleep with Gina. You will not fucking ruin things by fucking her. You 

idiot, you have another chance with her, and you will not fuck it up. Is that clear? I 

need a cup of coffee and a piece of toast. Come on. Dry yourself up. Go out. Make 

coffee. Make toast. Be relaxed. Be happy. Today will be a good day. Oh, the 

champagne is in the fridge. That’s nice. Really nice. Gina is coming. We can drink it 

together.  

My finger looks better. It’s healing. Healing slowly. Slow healing. That could be a 

title for a song. Slow healing... no. Sexual healing. Shut up. Coffee is nice. I like 

coffee. Coffee in the morning. Nothing quite like it. Shit! It was the toast. I hate it 

when it makes such a loud noise. It’s so fucking scary. Can’t it just play a sweet 

gentle tune? Hey, that’s not a bad idea. I think I’m onto something here. I can make 

millions with this. What the fuck am I talking about? I have millions. I don’t need to 

make any more. Idiot. Still, a soothing, melodic, popping toaster. Not such a bad idea. 

OK. I need to clean the flat. Or perhaps not. I can’t really be bothered. Gina or no 

Gina. Or at least hide anything embarrassing. What’s embarrassing? What can I 

clean? What should I clean? What do I need to hide from her? I can’t think of 

anything. Any porn anywhere? Nothing. What the hell am I worried about?! Shit. It’s 

really late. I think I should shave. Yes. Of course. Gina hates me stubbly. I have to 

shave. 

Come on. A quickie. Why didn’t I think of that before the shower? Now I’ll have to 

clean myself again. I hate shaving. Come on. Think of the reward. You’re shaving for 

Gina. And you have to look gorgeous for her. You have to make a special effort for 

her. It will make her happy. You know she’s going to like it and you know it’s going 

to be great and you know she’s going to... shut up. 

I want to sing. Sing! Sing! Sing! 

“Sing!” 

He he. You’re such an idiot. But a very sweet one. Shaving and singing sounds like a 

very dangerous combination of activities. Perhaps it’s not the best idea to do them 

both together. Shaving and singing. Singing and shaving. 

“I’m shaving and singing. 

I’m singing and shaving. 

Together I do them. 
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To deal with my craving.” 

You are such an idiot. But a silly idiot. I’m glad I can still make myself laugh. It’s 

important to make yourself laugh. It’s important. It makes everything else all 

worthwhile. Ach. I hate shaving. It never feels perfect. I always feel like I’ve missed 

something. Very frustrating. 

OK. Now the fun is going to begin. What the hell should I wear? I need to start 

throwing things out. Too much choice. I hate choice. I hate choosing. I hate deciding. 

Choice is the epidemic of my generation. Woah. That’s cool lyrics. I can sing for my 

generation. I can be the new Bob Dylan. Shut up. What is your mood today? Pick a 

colour. Blue. But I look good in pink. So fuck that. Wear both. I want to look really 

good... maybe this shirt?! No. It’s too nice. It looks like I made an effort. Well, she 

knows most of my clothes anyway. Hell, she bought most of my clothes... let’s pick 

something new. Something she’s never seen. There you go. A blue shirt and pink 

trousers. See how everything just comes together eventually... be positive. Believe in 

the universe and the universe will fucking believe in you. Oooh. A title for my album. 

Where is she? I want to call her. What if she’s not coming? What if it was all a joke? 

What if she’s just trying to get revenge on me for something? Calm down. She’ll be 

here. Don’t worry. I want to call her. I want to know where she is. I’ll just call and 

casually ask where she is. Something really subtle. Like ‘I want to know what time to 

prepare dinner for.’ That’s stupid. You will be mature and deal with this properly. 

You will not call her. You will wait for her and enjoy the wait. The anticipation. It’s 

good. I’m sick of anticipation. I’ve anticipated most of my life. What the hell are you 

talking about? Stop talking so much rubbish. OK. I’ll watch the telly. That would 

solve all my problems. Telly doesn’t solve anything. That’s what she said, isn’t it...? 

No. I am not going to think about the dreams. I am not going to think about Helena. I 

am too busy today. I need to concentrate on Gina. I am not going to ruin this. This is 

my chance of getting a woman I love, and I will not let the dreams ruin this for me. 

Television! Now!  

What’s on? Come on. Be something good. What’s this? Oh, a cooking show. Shit. I’d 

better cook something. Shall I watch some telly first? No. Let’s go and cook. At the 

very least, it will impress Helena. I mean, Gina. Wow. Now there’s a Freudian slip, if 

ever there was one. I know. I’ll bake a cake. That would be really nice, wouldn’t it? 

OK. A cake. What cake shall I make? Bake! What cake shall I bake? I’ll bake a 
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chocolate cake. Why not. A chocolate cake. Is there a cookbook in the house? There 

must be something. I can always turn the telly on and get a recipe from the cooking 

show. Oh, come on. Baking a cake is easy. It’s as easy as... baking a cake. I don’t 

know. Come on. You’ve seen your mother bake loads of cakes. What do I need? 

Flour... eggs... chocolate powder... sugar... what else? Butter? Yeah, I think I need 

some butter too. OK. Let’s just put everything in a bowl and mix and stick it in the 

oven and see what happens. How bad can it be? 

But how much should I put in of everything? I don’t know. Let’s guess. I’ll take three 

eggs... OK. Here. Wow. I haven’t baked a cake in so long. This is quite amusing 

actually. Oh. I’m going to make such a mess here. OK. So I won’t make a mess. Be 

clever. Be clean. OK. Three eggs. Should I beat them? Yes. Of course I should beat 

them. 

Here. This will do. OK... 

Milk! Let’s add milk to this. Oh wait, I need butter, don’t I?! What the hell, I’ll put 

both in. Um... how am I supposed to mix this butter in? It’s rock solid. I need to 

soften it. Should I put it in the microwave? Wow. I never use the microwave. OK. 

Let’s just do it. How long? Shit. I don’t know if it’s ten seconds or ten minutes. 

Maybe I should put it in for one minute and see how it goes. I can’t believe I’m 

baking a cake. This is so weird. What else do I need? Oh. Cocoa powder. Shit. Do I 

have any?! Wait. Of course I do. I made a cup of hot chocolate a few weeks ago. I’m 

sure there’s more left. Here it is. Oh shit, the butter. Damn. It’s all melted. Shit! Shit! 

Actually, that might make it easier to mix. OK. Put it with the eggs. Oh. The cocoa. 

Fuck. And flour. Where’s the fucking flour? Shit. What a mess. I was supposed to not 

make a mess. Fuck, the eggs. What’s going on here? Is the butter cooking the eggs? 

This looks disgusting. OK. I need to mix. Come on. What can I mix it with? Was that 

the door? No. You’re imagining things. Oh, I need to turn the oven on. How much? 

How much? I don’t know. Not too high. Not too low. Something in the middle. This 

looks about right. 

Eeew. It’s not all mixing. Oh... I see what I need to do. OK. This looks a bit too 

liquidy, though. Perhaps I need to add more flour. How much more? Just a bit. I can 

always add more if need be, but I can’t add less. Add less? What the hell does that 

even mean?! I know what I meant, and that’s all that matters. Hey, it’s beginning to 

look good. I mean, gooey, but good. It’s supposed to look gooey, isn’t it?! 
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Do I even have a cake tin in this house? I don’t think I’ve ever seen one. There must 

be one somewhere. Here, in this cupboard. It must be here. 

“OK. Cake tin. Cake mixture...”  

Now let’s combine the two... nice. Wow. I even did the perfect amount. It fits 

perfectly into the tin. Right. And into the oven... 

Nice! Well done, me. Fuck! I made such a mess. I’m really pissed off. Gina will be 

angry as well. Come on, I have to clean it now. I hate cleaning. I don’t care. I have to 

do it. Gina will be here any minute. I hope... I want to make sure it’s all clean and... 

that was definitely a knock at the door. Gina is here. Shit. But it’s so messy. I can’t 

believe I made a cake for her. And here she is. And it’s messy. What am I going to 

say to her when I open the door? Shit. It is her. It’s her. Shit. Shit. Do I look OK? Do I 

smell OK? Why did I make such a mess? I feel so horrible. But hey, I made her a cake. 

That’s nice of me. What the fuck are you doing? Just open the fucking door, you 

idiot! Come on!  

She looks amazing!  

“I baked a cake!”  

What?!  

“Um... that’s nice. Can I come in?” 

You idiot. Let her in.  

“Of course. I mean, I’m sorry about the mess. And the smell. I was... it’s... um... I 

didn’t quite know what you wanted. To eat, that is. I thought maybe... I mean, I knew 

you were coming, but didn’t know what we should eat so I... um... I thought... maybe... 

there’s a cake in the oven.”  

Just shut up.  

“Never mind.” 

“You look nice.” 

“You look amazing. I’ve already said that.”  

“No, you didn’t. But thank you.”  

Idiot. You said it to yourself. Stop confusing your thoughts and your words. 

“Look, before we start talking, I want to make one thing very clear. I am not going to 

sleep with you tonight.” 

Oh, I’m so going to get laid tonight.  

“Of course not.” 
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OK. So whatever I do. I am not going to instigate the sex. I will control myself. It has 

to come from her. I will not do it myself. Because then she’ll get pissed off. If she 

instigates it, then she can’t be angry and she won’t... 

“You look nice. Can I sit down?” 

“Of course. Sit.” 

“The cake smells nice.”  

“Thank you.”  

I’m glad she likes it. It’s all the food we have here.  

“Listen. I don’t have any food for dinner. But we can get some pizza if you want.” 

“How can we get pizza? We’re in the middle of nowhere.” 

“Well, there are some advantages to being rich...” 

“And famous.” 

“Yeah, that too...”  

Why is she looking at me like that?  

“So do you want some pizza?” 

“I’m OK for now. Why did you invite me over?” 

Wow. What should I say? Be honest! 

“I don’t know. I think I just missed you. And I thought about all the things that you 

were talking to me about, and...”  

You’re not making any sense. You don’t understand her and never have. Just tell her 

the truth. I can’t do that. I want her back.  

“Why did you break up with me?” 

“We went through all this. You never listen to me. And I was sick of it.” 

“I know. You’re right. And I’ve changed. I miss you so much. I just want you back.” 

“Changed? How have you changed?” 

“I started taking better care of myself. I even baked a cake.”  

At least she’s laughing.  

“Look. I just miss you. You’ve always been the best part of my life. I can’t do this 

without you.” 

“Arden. You’re full of shit. Where did you hear all of these clichés?” 

She’s so lovely. Where did I hear them? I can’t even remember.  

“Thing is. I do love you. And I want you back.” 

“What’s this? Dreams...” 
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“Some new material I’m writing.” 

“Hey, you told me you dreamt about me...” 

“I’ve been having very weird dreams recently.” 

“Is this the inspiration for your album? Your dreams?” 

Shit. She’ll read the Lolita song and think it’s about me.  

“You know me. It’s never really about me.” 

Oh... she’s reading them. That’s exciting. I’m glad I left them on the table. 

“It’s pretty... a bit sad, but pretty.” 

Which one is she looking at?  

“Which one?” 

“‘My Son out the Window’.” 

“Oh...” 

“Can you sing it for me? I want to hear it.” 

“Sure. Come on, Betsey. We have some work to do. 

Pizzas on the floor 

Stillness by the door  

Just back from the store 

My son out the window. 

Jigsawing through life, 

Only with my wife, 

I want to buy a knife,  

My son out the window. 

Horrors of existence, 

Ghosts stand in the distance, 

Working through persistence 

My son out the window.” 

“I don’t think I like it.” 

“Why not?” 

“I don’t know. Something disturbing about it. And why the hell are you writing about 

sons?”  

“Inspiration came from a dream.” 

“The cake is burning.” 

“Shit!”  
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You idiot. Then again, at least this way we don’t have to eat it. I won’t have to 

embarrass myself. Oh, wow. It’s properly burnt. Good. I don’t think anything can be 

salvaged.  

“I think it’s a total loss.” 

“I’m sorry...” 

“It’s OK. It’s not your fault. I’ll bin it.” 

“I see there’s some pasta sauce in the fridge.” 

“Yes...” 

“Shall I make us some pasta?” 

Thank fuck. I really don’t want to cook.  

“Are you sure? I wanted to cook for you tonight.” 

“It’s O. I’ll do food, just get the hell out of the kitchen while I cook so you don’t 

bother me.” 

“No problem. I can live with that.” 

I’ll go watch some TV. I am so fucking lucky. I can’t believe I got her to cook for me. 

My life cannot get much better than this. Let’s see what’s on. 

“No. Don’t watch television. Play something. Play me one of your songs. I want some 

music.” 

Hmmm... do I feel like playing now? I don’t think so... 

“I don’t want to play now. Maybe later. I’m sick of playing.” 

“But I want some music.” 

“I can put a music channel on the television?!” 

“Yeah... that’s fine. It’s a shame. I wanted to hear you sing...” 

“Later... OK?” 

Which number is the music channel? Is it 489? I think so... shit. It’s me! 

“Is that you on the telly?!” 

“Yes...” 

“That’s hilarious.” 

“I know. It’s amusing. But I’m turning it off. I can’t watch myself. I hate it.”  

I do look pretty good here. Wow, I used to look so young and hot. Well, I guess I’m 

now a bit mature, but still just as hot, no? I think so. Should I ask Gina? No! Do not 

ask Gina if you’re still looking hot! I can think of few worse ideas than that. Really? 

Like what? Go on. Let’s think of worse ideas. Um... I could ask her to marry me. I 
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could ask her to strip and bend over. I could ask her to go fuck herself. OK, actually, 

there are quite a lot of worse ideas, when I think about it... 

“Well, the food should be ready in a couple of minutes...” 

What should I put on? Should I leave this? I think I’ll just leave it. OK. It’s going well. 

She seems responsive. She seems happy. And hey, she’s even cooking for me. What 

more do I need? It’s all going great. Oh, and of course... she wants to sleep with me. I 

think I’m in with a chance of getting her back. Shut up. Hubris. What the hell are you 

doing to yourself? Stop thinking like that. Start being fucking paranoid. Come on. 

You have to have paranoias. I’ve never had any before, so why should I have any 

now? Because it’s bad to think that everything is going to be great. Expect the worst. 

Contentment? is the most ominous of all thought-forms. Just think that she’s 

poisoning you. Think that she’s doing something horrendous to you. Think that she’s 

only here to drug you and steal all your money. She wants Betsey. That’s what she 

wants. She’s always loved Betsey. She wants to steal her? and then sell her. Or just 

kill me and then start a rock career just like whatshername did with that other singer. 

There! Happy now? Full of paranoias. Not very developed, mind you, but paranoias 

nonetheless. Just ignore... 

“Here it is...” 

“Oh, wow. It looks great.” 

“It’s nothing special. I just used what was in the fridge.” 

The fridge. Hey, we have some champagne in the fridge.  

“Shall I get us some champagne?” 

“Yeah, why not?” 

“Cool...”  

Get her drunk on champagne – that’s always a good thing. I like my champagne. And 

this is a good one too. Which glasses should I use? OK... 

“Here it is...”  

I hate opening champagne. I’m always scared it’s going to pop at me like a... um... 

like a... why can’t I ever think of anything witty to say? Similes are so en-vogue at the 

moment. Come on... gently... come on... yes. That’s it. OK. I’ll pour some. Are they 

even? I don’t know. I don’t care. Of course I do. I’ll give her more. So she gets drunk. 

“Shall we drink to us?” 

“Oh, I don’t know about that...” 
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“Why not?” 

“I don’t know. There is no us at the moment.” 

“OK. So we won’t drink to us. It’s really nice.” 

“The champagne or the food?” 

“Both! The food is really nice. Thank you very much.” 

Why is there silence? I should say something. No. Enjoy the silence. Just look at her. 

Smile. We’re eating. There’s no real need to talk. Silence might mean that I’m 

enjoying the food more. That will flatter her. I feel like I have to say something. 

Maybe I should tell her about the dreams. I’m not sure that’s such a great idea. No. 

Don’t. Please. Let her talk. I want to see what she’s feeling. And if she’s silent, 

perhaps there’s a reason for it. What if the reason is that she hates being here? Don’t 

be stupid. Of course that’s not the reason. She’s silent because we are comfortable 

enough with each other to not have to worry about things like that. So just let the 

silence be. Anyway, you’re finishing your food soon, so you really have nothing to 

worry about. Should I thank her? No. I’ve thanked her enough. Just calm down and 

enjoy. 

“Do you want some more champagne?” 

Brilliant. She wants to drink more. She’s having a good time.  

“Of course. Thanks.”  

Either that, or she’s having such a horrible time that she wants to be completely pissed. 

At least I’m in with a chance tonight. Oh, stop it. You’re definitely not going to sleep 

with her if she’s drunk. You will not have sex with her. Maybe we should smoke a bit. 

That could be nice. I could do with a spliff. Should I ask her? No. Just roll it. 

“Oh, I don’t want to smoke any...” 

Oh... that’s a shame.  

“No problem.”  

Damn. I really wanted one. Never mind. The champagne will have to do. That will 

make us feel much more relaxed. 

“Do you know what? Go on. Let’s have one. But a small one, please.”  

Excellent.  

“So, do you want to tell me about your dreams?” 

How did she know?  

“What? Why do you ask?!” 



© Sebastian Rex, 2012   138 

“I just wondered what inspired you to write it.” 

“Oh, you mean the song.”  

“Yes. What did you think I meant?” 

“Never mind. Dreams. Well, funny you should ask that... they were inspired by my 

dreams.” 

No. Don’t tell her. Come on, she might understand. And she always wanted you to be 

more open with her. Go for it. 

“I’ve been having really strange dreams recently. I don’t know. They’re very weird. 

For the past few nights, whenever I go to sleep I kinda wake up somewhere else. And 

I’m someone else, only I’m not. I’m still me, but in a completely different life.” 

“I always dream about a different life.” 

“No. You don’t understand. I don’t just dream that I’m there. I actually am there. It’s 

like when I go to sleep in that world, I wake up here.” 

“Dreams normally end when you wake up.” 

She’s not understanding. Just give up.  

“It doesn’t matter.” 

“No. What?! Tell me.” 

“I don’t know. It happens every night. It’s like a different life. I almost don’t know 

what the dream is anymore.”  

Wow. That was the first time you said that. It sounds weird coming out like that. 

“You’re very sweet. Just don’t worry about it. You’re not losing your mind,” 

I guess that’s what I was worried about.  

“Thanks.”  

It’s nice to know I’m still keeping my sanity.  

“Nice to be sane, eh?” 

“Why are you sitting all the way there? You should sit next to me.” 

Hmmm... I think it’s time for a snog. I mean, that’s allowed, right? I’m not sleeping 

with her. No. Don’t do anything. Let her do it. Oh. I didn’t expect her to be so quick 

and direct about it. No. Stop it. Don’t let her kiss you. 

“Look, I don’t think we should kiss.” 

“No. I want to kiss you. I miss you. I want to be with you.” 

“You’re stoned. And you’re drunk. We shouldn’t be doing this.” 

“No. We should. I wanted to do this even before we started drinking or smoking.” 



© Sebastian Rex, 2012   139 

God, I want to sleep with her. No. I won’t let that happen. I think we should go to 

sleep.  

“Let’s go to sleep. We’re drunk and stoned and tired.” 

“OK. Let’s go to bed.” 

Innuendo?! I hope she’s not going to come on to me. I mean, for fuck’s sake. I try to 

be good, but don’t fucking test me. 

“Sleep. Not bed. You can sleep in the spare room. I mean I can sleep in the spare 

room.” 

“Oh... come on. Let’s just sleep together. I don’t want to be alone.” 

“Come on. Let me take you to bed. Trust me... you’ll thank me in the morning.” 

“Fuck the morning. I want tonight. I want to party.” 

“No party. Come on. To bed.” 

I hate drunken people. Or stoned people. It’s all just as bad. I don’t even fucking 

know anymore.  

“There you go. You sleep here. And be comfortable.” 

“I love you.” 

“I know you do. I’ll see you tomorrow.” 

“Stay with me. I promise I won’t do anything.” 

“Gina. I’m knackered. I need to sleep too.” 

“OK. OK. I’ll see you in the morning.” 

“Sleep tight.” 

Kiss her on the forehead. 

Nice.  

And now I can go to sleep. I’m exhausted. Hey, I even baked a cake today. Hurrah for 

me. I need to change. No brushing my teeth tonight. If I didn’t in the dream, I can not 

in life. I can do... damn it. I’m too stoned to figure out double negatives. I should take 

my clothes off, though. Yes. I shouldn’t go to sleep with my clothes. These clothes 

are too nice. Come on. Sleep. 

In bed. Naked. No. Don’t be stupid. Of course I’m not naked. Shut up. Stop talking 

and stop babbling and start concentrating on sleep. I want to sleep. Sleep. Damn it. 
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Damn it. What is that noise? Since when does Helena snore? Maybe she has a cold. 

Or maybe she’s drunk. Wait, she isn’t drunk. She’s pregnant. Oh, that’s probably why 

she’s snoring. I don’t know. Does having a baby inside your belly make you snore? 

Perhaps he’s resting on some gland. He’s too small to rest anywhere. Damn. Now I 

can’t sleep. What should I do? Come on. Concentrate. Try to sleep. Come on. No. No 

use. The more I try, the more awake I become. I’m thirsty. I need some water. Maybe 

I’ll just go downstairs. This way I won’t disturb anyone. God. I hate waking up in the 

middle of the night. Helena is snoring. Gina passed out... I’m all alone.  

My son out the window... na na na... I can’t believe that’s the song that’s stuck in my 

head. Hey, do I remember all the lyrics? ‘Pizzas on the floor. Stillness by the door. 

Just back from the store. My son out the window. Jigsawing through life, only with 

my wife, I want to buy a knife, my son out the window. Horrors of existence. Ghosts 

stand in the distance. Working through persistence. My son out the window.’ Fuck, I 

remember it all. I want to write them down. Where’s a pen? 

“Pizzas on the floor 

Stillness by the door  

Just back from the store 

My son out the window. 

Jigsawing through life, 

Only with my wife, 

I want to buy a knife,  

My son out the window. 

Horrors of existence, 

Ghosts stand in the distance, 

Working through persistence 

My son out the window.” 

That’s lovely. Do I remember any more? 

‘Forget The Lolita’. I want to write that one down too. 

“She’s young, she’s supple and her skin as pure as snow. 

Yet, she’s bad, she’s rotten and there’s a dark heart behind that glow. 

She’s a horrible brat 

And I’m too old for that tart 

So I must forget the Lolita. 
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She comes on to me like a moth to a flame 

And though to turn her down would be an awful shame 

I must say now 

Tell her to go 

And forget the Lolita.” 

Nice. Well done. Maybe I should try and go back to sleep. What should I do with 

these? I don’t want Helena to see them. She’ll get confused. I’ll get confused. I don’t 

know any more. I’ll just leave it here. I’m sure it will be alright. If she says anything, 

I’ll deal with it. Maybe it will be good if she reads them. She knows I can’t write 

beautiful songs like that. Good. I want her to see them. 

OK. Sleep. I’m feeling better. No idea what I did or why I did whatever it was that I 

did, but I’m feeling better. I should really learn from this and be able to use the same 

technique every other time I have insomnia. No. Come on. Stop being an idiot and 

just sleep. Just sleep. Come on. Stop thinking. Ignore thoughts. La la la. Sleep. Sleep. 

Come on. Silence. I’m falling. Imagine myself falling. That’s it... that’s better... 

 

 

“Arden...” 

What the hell? Oh, shit.  

“What’s up?” 

“I am so horny. I’m not stoned. I’m not drunk. I fell asleep and now I’m up again. I 

just really want you. I want you to be in me. I want to feel you inside me once again. 

It’s been so long. And I love you.” 

“Gina. I really don’t think this will be a good idea.” 

“It will be. Trust me. Just please. Sleep with me.” 

I don’t want to lose her. Fucking tell her that! 

“I don’t want this to be just? sex.” 

“What?” 

“I mean... I love you. I don’t want to lose you again. I don’t want you to regret this.” 

“I swear to you that I won’t regret this. Sleep with me.” 

Should I? I guess so. I think it’s fair enough. I believe her. Let’s do it. Don’t say 

anything. Just kiss her. 
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I’ve missed her lips so much. I’ve missed her body. She feels so good. And she’s 

warm. Oh, my... she is horny. She’s really going for it. Oh... this is going to be a quick 

one. I can feel it. Shit. What the hell is Helena doing in my mind? And why is it 

turning me on to think of a pregnant woman? I’ve never done a pregnant woman. 

Damn it. I’m sleeping with Gina. Why is Helena’s image stuck in my mind? She’s so 

lovely. She’s so good. Wait. Who am I thinking about now? Is it Helena? Is it Gina? 

Stop thinking about either of them. Start thinking about other things. Genocide. And 

homicide. Homicidal genocide. Any homicide is a genocide. You idiot. No. Any 

genocide is a homicide. Mass explosions. No. Don’t think of explosions. Think of 

anything else. Whoa there!  

“Arden... fuck me!” 

OK. I guess I’m a man on a mission here. Where are they? OK. Sex is so exhausting. I 

don’t understand the trendy craze that it’s become. Why is everybody so into sex all 

of a sudden? It’s so complicated and messy. It’s a lot of hard work for a little bit of 

pleasure. Skiing gives you more pleasure than this. It’s more... is she enjoying it? She 

looks like she is, but she might just be pulling these faces to make me think she’s 

enjoying it. Sort of like what I’m doing to her. So I don’t quite know. Very hard to tell 

with women. All those groans and moans – am I hurting her? Am I pleasuring her? 

Both? Does she care? Do I care? Oh, I hope she likes this bit. It’s especially for her. 

She used to like it, but it’s been a while. It’s funny, I don’t think other women enjoyed 

it that much. They mostly just squealed at that point. Like a piglet. Hmmm... I’m 

hungry. 

“Yes. Come on. Harder. Harder! Come on! Fuck me! Faster!” 

I’m going as fast as I fucking can. What more does she want? 

“Oh yes... harder. I’m close. Are you close?” 

OK. I guess I can be.  

“Yes. Come on.” 

“Ahhh! Ahhh! Harder! Come on! Ahhh! Arden! Ahhh! Ohhh! Ahhh! Yes!” 

“Ahhh! Yes!” 

“Huh... huh...” 

Wow. Fuck. Shit. I want a kiss. I need a hug. My whole body is tingling. How the 

hell... 

“Wow. That was... really nice.” 
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“It was amazing. Thanks.” 

Did she just thank me?!  

“No. Thank you!” 

“OK. Goodnight.”  

“You’re such a man.” 

“What are you talking about? Oh yes. I forgot you like to cuddle and chat.” 

“Right now I’d settle for cuddling.” 

“Come on. Hug me. Big boy. We can talk about all of this in the morning.” 

“OK.” 

She feels so good. So nice to hold her again. I love her so much. I’m so glad she’s 

back with me... what the hell did Helena do in my dreams? Fuck that. Just go to 

sleep... goodnight. 
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Sunday, March 4th 

 

“Good morning. Do you want tea?” 

Whoa. I’m still sleeping. No. Why am I awake? Ach. I guess I have to get up. What 

day is it today? Oh good. Still off work. Fuck. Gina. No. Relax. Coffee. Drink coffee. 

Helena. Obviously, it’s Helena. One day with Gina – one day with Helena. Get used 

to it, idiot. 

“I’d love a cup of tea. Thanks.” 

That was intense last night. Really intense. Fuck. Why am I swearing so much? 

Enough. It’s not pretty or charming. 

“Do you realise what you did earlier?” 

Shit. She found the lyrics. 

“I’m... it’s the dreams.” 

“What?” 

Wait... what is she talking about?  

“What?” 

“You had sex with me in your sleep. I tried talking to you. I didn’t even realise what 

was going on. I thought you were just being really wild.” 

“Are you serious?” 

“You had no idea, eh?” 

What on earth did I do?! I had sex with her. I don’t remember that. I remember having 

sex with Gina. I remember waking up in the middle of the night. Maybe I just got 

confused. I had sex with Helena and was thinking of Gina. I don’t understand. God. 

What’s going on with these dreams? It’s been a week. It’s not getting any better. How 

can I keep on dreaming the same continuous dream for a week? This is not normal. Is 

it?! 

“Is this normal?” 

“Is what normal?”  

Never mind... leave it.  

“I guess so. I’ve heard of people sleep-walking, so why can’t they sleep-sleep-with.” 

That’s not what I’m talking about. She’s so annoying. And why can’t she say sleep-

fucking?  

“Don’t worry about it. If it makes you feel any better, it was really good.” 
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I guess it does make me feel a bit better. 

“By the way, Thomas called. They’ve invited us over for a BBQ today.” 

“Really? That’s nice.” 

Good. Spending some time with my family will do me good. I’m sure. He must be 

able to help me in some way. 

“Come on. Breakfast is ready downstairs. Let’s go.” 

Oh. Breakfast. I hope it’s something good. I can smell food. What am I smelling? 

“What did you make?” 

“I made eggs and bacon and baked beans.”  

Wow. A proper Sunday breakfast. Lovely. We haven’t had that for so long.  

“Sounds great. And smells great too. Hey, Josh. Did you sleep well?” 

Why is he ignoring me?  

“Josh?! Can you hear me?” 

Where is he going?  

“What was that all about?” 

“I don’t know. He’s been cranky all morning. Here’s the newspaper.” 

I don’t care about the news.  

“I don’t want to read it.” 

“What? Since when? You always want to read it in the mornings.” 

I... I don’t know. I’m just not interested. Change the subject.  

“What’s going on with Josh?” 

“I don’t know. I’ll try talking to him later.” 

 I remember watching the news... in the cabin.  

“I watched the news.” 

“What?” 

“On television.” 

“When did you watch television?” 

“In the cabin.” 

“What cabin?” 

“In my dreams.” 

“That’s it. What the hell is going on with you?” 

Why is she so angry? Maybe something is wrong with me. Oh God. 

“Why are you weird all the time?” 
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It’s the dreams. It’s not me. I didn’t have sex with you. It was the dream. And I didn’t 

watch the news. And I’m not even sure who I am anymore. Why can’t you understand 

that? Helena. Help me. Maybe something is wrong with me. I don’t want to dream 

anymore. How can I stop these dreams? I’m sick of Gina. I love Helena and Josh. 

And not that cabin. I want to be home. I want to be here. Not to sing songs. How do I 

stop dreaming? I can’t sleep anymore. I mustn’t sleep anymore. I’m scared. I don’t 

want to lose my sanity. Perhaps I can stay up forever. That’s a stupid thought. Of 

course I can’t do that. I can’t stay up forever. I need help. I’ll buy a book. A book 

about dreams. Dream interpretation. I don’t know. Anything. Something. Something 

to help me. Maybe there’s a book about how to control dreams. How to stop dreams. 

There must be a way to stop dreaming. I’m sure there’s a pill you can take. 

Pharmaceutical companies constantly make new drugs. There must be something 

against dreams. I’m sure of it. Tomorrow. I’ll do that tomorrow. Today I will enjoy 

my time with my family.  

“Your silence scares me.” 

I... 

“We were eating. I was enjoying the food. I didn’t want to talk with a full mouth.” 

“What about your dreams?” 

“Enough about the dreams. Today we’ll have some fun. The whole family. Go get 

Josh ready and we’ll go to Thomas’s.” 

Oh. Josh is in a bad mood. I don’t think I’ve ever seen him like that.  

“Should I go and talk to him?” 

“It’s OK. He seems more responsive towards me. Perhaps he’s angry with you about 

something.” 

With me?! What did I do? Don’t think about it. Let Helena sort it out. But what did I 

do?  

“What did I do?” 

“I don’t know. I’ll go and talk to him.” 

I don’t understand. What did I do to him? I thought we had a nice time yesterday. It 

seems so long ago now.  

“I’ll go and get dressed.” 

“OK.” 
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I don’t understand. Has he reached that age now? Is it all those things that are 

happening to him? I hope not. I want him to stay a little, innocent, young boy forever. 

Shit. This means I need to start having chats with him. I can’t deal with that. At least 

he already knows about sex and death. But not about his own body. I need to explain 

all the changes. Wait, doesn’t he get sex-ed in school? I’m sure nowadays they do our 

job for us. Thank God for the education system. We don’t have to worry about this 

crap any more. Then again, what does a stupid teacher know about Josh? I think I 

should probably make sure he’s alright as well.  

“OK. I’m ready. Let’s go. And Josh, just so you know. I understand.” 

Why is he walking away? How rude of him to ignore me. That’s horrible. 

“What the hell are you doing?” 

“It’s the change. Isn’t it?!” 

“The change?! Is he going through menopause now?” 

Menopause? What is she talking about?  

“Puberty...” 

“First of all, puberty is not regarded as the change and second of all, he’s been going 

through puberty for a few months now. What the hell are you talking about?” 

“I don’t know. I thought that’s why he’s cranky.” 

“Just leave him alone for a bit. OK?” 

Sure. I’ll leave my child alone. Should I leave my wife alone too? Maybe I should just 

fucking leave my life alone. Wow. You’re so poetic. I hope my dream remembers this 

line. Yeah. Genius. You rhymed wife with life. How come nobody’s ever done that 

before?! 

“Did you fasten your seatbelts? Or should I not care about that, either?” 

“Just drive, Arden.” 

I’ll drive. I’ll fucking drive. I’ll drive us all to hell! I’ll drive over a cliff if you don’t 

stop annoying me. You fucking annoying, fucking disgusting, fucking ungrateful 

family! I’ll drive into a wall and see you all burn. And pour some gasoline on all of 

us! Ungrateful family. Well, at least it helped distract me for a bit from my dreams. 

Great. Now I remember to think about my dreams again. This is getting to be a pain. 

“Josh, do you remember any of your dreams?” 

Why the hell is he not talking? 

“Josh? I’m talking to you.” 
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“Arden... don’t.” 

What the hell? I don’t understand. How rude. What a rude boy.  

“You are very rude!” 

“Arden.” 

OK. I’ll stop now. Just turn the music on. Put some classical music on. They hate it. I 

know they hate it. Piss them off. I’ll whistle to it as well. No. That’s just cruel. I won’t 

whistle. I’ll sing. Shut up. Just shut up and drive. It feels good to be angry. It’s really 

refreshing and releasing. I feel like I can repress all the things that are bothering me 

because I’m occupied with pointless anger. 

I can’t wait to see Thomas. I’m sure he’ll be a great help. He’ll sort out the family. 

Sort out the dreams. What the hell are you talking about? You live in a fantasyland. 

You probably won’t even say anything about either things. Get there and play the 

perfect husband. The perfect father. The perfect brother. The perfect human. Heaven 

forbid he might know you have a problem. No. You must pretend you are great. 

Never let on there are any problems in paradise. He’ll be the first to vulture up on 

your misery. No... he’s my brother. Of course he won’t. That’s preposterous.  

This journey is driving me mad. Heh. Driving me mad. Funny. I guess I’m driving 

myself mad. Anyway. I can’t deal with all this tension in the car. Should I do 

something about it? Look at Helena. See if she is giving you any signals. 

Nothing. Sitting there like a miserable duck. Whatever a miserable duck looks like. At 

least we’ll be there in a few seconds. Then we can just get out of the car and split up 

in the house. I can go to Thomas and Helena can go into the toilet to cry or soak blood 

or whatever it is women do in toilets. And Josh... well... that sweet little demon can go 

and play with the BBQ. Enough. You disgust me. Come on. 

“Why are you both sitting there? You don’t want to come inside?” 

Thank you. Anyone would think they’re doing me a favour by coming. I still don’t 

know what the hell is going on, but to be honest. I don’t care. All I care about is good 

food and good times with my brother. 

Great. He’s busy with his guests. I’ll just stand here like an idiot till he notices me. All 

alone. Helena is already off chatting and God knows where... 

“Arden!” 

Good. He’s seen me. I hope I didn’t look pathetic standing here. Damn it. I’m not 

going to talk to him about the dreams. 
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“Good to see you here. Here. Take some food.” 

Yeah, I forgot I need to eat at these things. OK. Well. Food helps forget. What? 

Where did you come up with that crap?! Just stop thinking. Start eating. There’s a 

slogan for you. Much better. Stop thinking – start eating. Join the air force. Shut up.  

“So, what’s been going on with you? Helena was saying you’ve missed a bit of 

work.” 

Can’t be trusted, the bitch! 

“I’m alright. Nothing major. Think I’m probably just... um...”  

Tired? No. That will implement me. Is it implement? Implicy? Implicify? Implement 

is an instrument, no? I can’t remember now... 

“Arden?” 

“Oh, shit. Yeah, I’m going through the change.” 

“Menopause?” 

“It’s a joke. I don’t know. I’m alright. Just a bit over-worked. Needed a few days off.”  

Yes. That was clever. Now change the topic. 

“Alright, but how are...” 

“Anyway, what’s new in your life? Anything exciting? Haven’t spoken to you 

properly in ages.” 

“Yeah. I’m alright. We’re alright. Enjoying the weather.” 

“The weather is indeed something to enjoy.” 

“We’re trying for another child.” 

“There we go. That’s exciting.” 

Oh, we’re pregnant too. Should I say something? Probably best not. I’m sure Helena 

wouldn’t want me to say anything. Then again, she did blab on about my ‘condition’. 

No. It’s bad luck. 

“Anyway, I’ll go check on the rest of the food.” 

“OK.” 

So what if it’s bad luck. Do I mind? Do I care if she loses it? Oh, shut up. That’s a 

horrible thing to say. I hate myself so much. Stop it. You just had a bad week. I 

always have bad weeks. That’s not true. I was fine before those dreams started. I don’t 

even remember the last time I was thinking about my life before that. Well, certainly 

not as much as I do now. It’s just horrible. A bad week. Just a bad week. Hey, it’s a 

full moon today. Wow. That’s beautiful. Things happen during full moon. That’s what 
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it is. I’m just having my man-period. I don’t have this once a month. Full moon. 

Things change. My life is changing. Big changes in my life. A baby on the way. 

That’s what it’s all about. I’m just stressed. That’s it. It’s all stress. Good. I’m feeling 

better now. Denial is always the best cure. The best cure, but it’s also exhausting. I’m 

tired now. Why the hell am I tired? I just got up not too long ago. I’m bored. That’s 

why. I’m bored. So, I’m tired. Since when does boredom tire me? No. I will not fall 

asleep. Open your eyes. No sleep. Never sleep again. That’s it. Denial. Never sleep. I 

shall deny myself sleep forever. OK. Coffee. I have a feeling I will be drinking a lot 

of coffee. I’ll go make some. Black. Black coffee. Strong black coffee. Since when do 

I drink coffee? I’ve drunk black coffee before. No, I haven’t. Is this the first time I’m 

drinking black coffee? That doesn’t seem right. I can’t believe that’s true. That’s 

ridiculous. Have I had black coffee or not? Helena will know. Where is she? Damn it. 

Why don’t I know if I had black coffee or not? Where is she? Come on. Come on. I 

don’t understand. Oh, here she is. This is confusing. I’m confused. Maybe I shouldn’t 

even drink coffee. 

“Hel, have I ever drunk black coffee in my life?” 

“What the hell are you talking about?” 

“Did I ever drink coffee? Do I drink coffee?” 

“You’re drunk. Go away.” 

Why is she going? Why is she so horrible to me? Why won’t she help me? I want 

Josh. Where’s Josh. I want to talk to Josh. I want to hug him. Where is he? Maybe 

he’s in the playroom. But that’s upstairs. I can’t believe I have to walk up stairs now. 

I’m tired. I’m annoyed. Where is he? I want to see him. I want him to tell me what’s 

wrong with him. I want to talk to him. 

Is that him? Damn. He’s asleep. I bet he’s dreaming. I bet he’s dreaming nicer dreams. 

Saner dreams. I wonder what he’s dreaming about. Why can’t he remember any of his 

dreams? What’s wrong with him? Wait a minute. I never used to remember any of my 

dreams either. It’s probably not him. I guess that it’s me that’s weird. I guess that 

there’s something... 

“I want to go home.” 

What?  

“OK. We can go home. But I think maybe you should drive.” 

“You don’t say!” 
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“I’ll get Josh.” 

“No. Wait for me in the car. I’ll be down with him in a minute.” 

Fucking bitch. Who does she think she is? Being all rude to me. How dare she insin... 

insimnimate. No. That’s not right. Insin... fuck that. How dare she say I can’t take 

care of Josh? I’m tired. Shit. I can’t be tired. I want to stay up all night tonight. No 

more sleep. Sleep is for the weak. I am not weak. I am strong. I will never sleep again. 

Who needs sleep anyway? I’m sure it’s all a lie. A lie that the bed manufacturers 

made up. With the government. Why do we need to sleep anyway? It’s stupid. 

Nothing good ever comes out of sleep. Does it? I don’t know. I’m tired. No! Not 

tired! You must get up! You must... 

“Are you coming?” 

Of course I’m coming. What a stupid question. Where was I? Oh... my face. What 

face? No. Wake up. That’s it. I need to wake up. I’ll open the window. Cold hair. 

Cold hair. That’s funny. Cold hair. My hair will be cold in the cold air. My cold air-

hair. 

“I’m going to have cold air-hair.” 

She’s ignoring me. I can see she wants to laugh though.  

“It’s OK. You can smile at my jokes. I won’t tell anyone.”  

Hmmm... what a lovely breeze. I’m like a Labrador. I am a Labrador.  

“Woof. Woof.”  

She’s not amused. That’s a shame. Never mind. Tonight I’ll stay up. No more sleep 

for me. No sleep for me. 

Ahhh, the air is cooling and relaxing. Much nicer. Everything is better. I’m already 

feeling more awake. I’m actually a little excited about not sleeping tonight. What will 

I do all night long? I hope I don’t get too bored. No. I’ll entertain myself. Everything 

will be fine. Everything will be great.  

Oh. Why did we stop? Where are we? Oh... we’re here already. She’s a good driver 

and a wonderful woman.  

“Thank you, honey. You are wonderful” 

“Yes. I am. Take Josh up to his room.” 

He’s sleeping again. Again? Oh. Still. He’s always sleeping. I hope he’s OK. Perhaps 

he’s a necrophiliac or something. Not necrophilia. God. I hope not. No... what is it 

called? Narcophilia? Narcoleptic. Something like that. Perhaps we should check him.  
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“I’m going to have a bath.” 

Lovely.  

“Can I join you?” 

“No. I want to be alone for a bit. Put Josh in his bed.” 

Yes. I’m doing that. But why does she want to be alone? She’s angry with me. Damn 

it. I pissed her off. I knew I would. I knew she’d get annoyed with me, and she did. 

That’s frustrating.  

“Come on, Josh...”  

Let’s walk upstairs. 

“Hmmm...?” 

“Come on.” 

God, he’s getting heavy. Come on. Let’s get him up those stairs. We don’t want to 

give Helena any more reasons to be angry with me. Stop thinking about why she’s 

angry with you. She doesn’t want a divorce. You know she doesn’t. Or do I? Perhaps 

she does. I don’t know anything anymore.  

“There we go!” 

I shouldn’t just assume that I understand her or how her mind works. Just because she 

loved me for fifteen years does not mean she’ll continue loving me. It doesn’t mean 

she is loving me. Damn it. I’m sick and tired of this. I want her to love me. Perhaps I 

should do something really nice. That will make her love me. 

“There we go. Goodnight.” 

OK. I’ll write her a note. I’ll put it on her pillow. Where is the pen? I’m sure there 

must be a pen here somewhere. Damn. Oh. Here it is. Hmmm... what should I write it 

on? This. No. I need this. There we go. What should I write? I love you. There. That’s 

nice. I’ll put it on her pillow. Straighten it. Lovely. Now she’ll love me. 

Right. So, what am I going to do tonight? I’m tired. No. I’m not. I will not be tired. I 

will stay up all night. What am I going to do? What can I do? The TV... should I 

watch TV? No. That’s stupid. I shouldn’t do that. I’ll regret it. I know I will. Plus, 

Helena is still awake. She might see me. I don’t want to watch TV. Just because I do 

in my dreams does not mean I should do when I’m awake too. It’s a stupid machine. 

It makes people dumb. It didn’t make me dumb in the dream. It was a dream! It was 

just a dream. Stop taking it too seriously and contemplating it. That’s ridiculous. 
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Really stupid. Damn. What should I do? Perhaps I should read a book. What book can 

I read? I don’t like reading. Books are boring. 

“Thank you for the note.” 

“You’re welcome.” 

“Are you coming to bed?” 

“No.” 

“Why not?” 

“I’m scared. I want to stay up.” 

Why is she quiet?  

“I’ll come and sit with you.” 

That is so nice. I can’t believe how lucky I am. A beautiful woman is sitting next to 

me and holding my hand. She is staying up just for me. But look at her. She’s 

exhausted. She should go to sleep.  

“Go to sleep.” 

“It’s OK. I can stay up for a little while.” 

“Please. Go to bed. You need to sleep.” 

“Really... I’m fiii... fine” 

“You see? You’re yawning. Go to sleep. You’re not going to stay up with me all night, 

are you?!” 

“Are you sure you’re going to be OK?” 

“Yes. I’m sure I’ll be fine.” 

She loves me. Thank God for that. I don’t understand why she behaves so horribly to 

me sometimes. Perhaps it’s her way of showing her love.  

OK. What am I going to do? What should I do now? Not TV. I know that. So what 

should I do? And how long am I going to stay up for? I didn’t really think this through 

properly. I need to pass the time. Let’s find something fun to do. Something enjoyable. 

Something I’ll enjoy. Come on. I’ll read a book. What book can entertain me? It 

needs to be a long book. No. I don’t want to read. Where are the lyrics I wrote down? 

Where is that book? Here it is. Where are the lyrics? They’re not here. They must be. 

I’m sure I put them in this book. Didn’t I? Yes. It was this book. It has to... I’m tired. 

It must be this book. I’m confused. I’m so confused. How long before I just fall 

asleep? I’ll go for a walk. The night air will wake me up. My body feels funny. It’s a 

weird sensation. Where are my keys? Should I take a jacket? No. No need. It’s a nice 
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evening. I’ll walk. Let’s walk. Let’s go somewhere. It’s so dark outside. So quiet. I 

didn’t expect it to be so quiet. I thought it was going to be louder. Everybody is asleep. 

Nobody is here. Nobody is awake. It’s quiet. I’m trying. No. I’m tired. I’m funny. 

What’s wrong with me? I know what’s wrong with me. I’m tired. That’s what’s 

wrong with me. I’m tired. I need to sleep. No. I can’t sleep. Remember what happens. 

I don’t want to sleep. I want to... I don’t know. I’m tired. I want to go home. Let’s go 

back home. How long have I been walking for? It feels like hours. It’s quiet. Very 

quiet. Only crickets. I like the sound of crickets – but they make me tired. Everything 

makes me tired. I’m thirsty now. I didn’t bring anything with me. I’ll drink some 

water when I get home. That would be good. I look forward to that. At least I have 

something to look forward to. Eyes – don’t close. They’re already starting to close. 

They shouldn’t close. It’s late. What time is it? Wow. It’s already four in the morning. 

How can it be so late? Or is it early? I don’t understand. The sun is going to come up 

soon. What am I going to do? What am I going to do tomorrow? I’ll be exhausted. I’ll 

be really tired. I have to go to work. What day is it tomorrow? I don’t know. I’m 

confused. Keys. Where did I put them? Yes. Right pocket. That’s right. Ha. That was 

funny. I need to... wow. I can’t even see anything. I feel drunk. Oh, I did drink. I 

drank earlier. Is that why I’m feeling drunk? Probably. Water. I’ll drink some water. 

What should I do? Wow. The sun is starting to come up. Should I go out to watch the 

sunrise? No. I want to stay home. I want to stay here. My eyes are shutting. Don’t 

shut. Stay open. I like talking to my body parts. It’s amusing. Should I watch TV? No. 

I told you a million times. No TV. Enough. Stop it. God... my eyes... I’m... I’ll just 

rest them. I won’t sleep. It’s hard. They’re heavy. I’ll count to ten and open them 

again. Just ten seconds. I’m sure that... OK. I’ll do it. I’ll count to ten and then I’ll 

open them again. One... two... three... four... five... six... seven... eight... nine... ten... 

there. I did it. I managed to rest my eyes for ten seconds. I didn’t fall asleep. I knew I 

could do it. That’s great. I’ll do it one more time. One more time. One... two... three... 

four...  

 

 

What was that? What was that noise? What the hell is going on here? What? What the 

fuck? What? Someone’s in the kitchen. Oh fuck, Gina’s here. What is she doing in 

there?  
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“Hey.” 

“Hey. You slept a long time. It’s about time you woke up. I’m making lunch.” 

“Lunch? What time is it?” 

“It’s four pm” 

“What? I never sleep this late. What the hell happened?” 

I don’t understand. This is really confusing. At least Gina looks happy. She doesn’t 

seem like she’s regretting anything. 

“I guess you skipped breakfast, but what do you want to eat?” 

Eat? Fuck. I ate meat... at the BBQ. That’s really annoying. I can’t believe it. Why 

would I eat meat in my dreams? I don’t want to think about it. I just want a cup of 

coffee. 

“What are you cooking?” 

“Pasta. Do you want some?” 

“No. I’ll just have some coffee.” 

“Listen. I had a really nice time, but I’m going to have to go back.” 

What? That’s it? Did she just want me for sex? And why did she stay here all day? 

And why didn’t she wake me up? 

“Why didn’t you wake me up?” 

“I tried. You wouldn’t wake up. I was getting a bit worried.” 

“Do you have to go? 

“Yes.” 

“Will I see you again?” 

“I... I don’t know. I have to think.” 

I feel a bit... violated. That’s horrible. She just came to sleep with me. That’s it. I 

guess I wanted it too. Did I? I didn’t really. I was behaving so well. I’m confused. I 

don’t know what the hell I’m feeling. Is this how I make people feel when I behave 

like this? I don’t want to think about this now. That’s a lot of things I can’t think 

about. This is horrible. 

“I’m sorry. I just need some time. Look. It’s best I go now.” 

“But... are you sure?” 

“Yes. I’m sorry. I... I’m sorry. Look, I’ll call you.” 

“That’s fine. Don’t worry about it.” 

She seems so stressed. I didn’t want to make her sad. I wanted to make her happy. 
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“I wanted to make you happy.” 

“I know. I’m sorry... bye.” 

Shall I kiss her? I’ll kiss her. Please don’t turn away from it. Thank you. Oh, that’s 

nice. She’s kissing me back. Great. Now I’m feeling much better. I’m happy. 

I wish she’d stayed though. I don’t understand why she had to go. I liked having her 

here. Never mind. Forget about it. Stop thinking about it. Get on with your day. She’s 

gone. That’s the end of it. Will she be back? Was she just trying to play hard-to-get so 

I’ll be jealous? I wonder what it is she wanted. Argh. I’m sick of myself. I don’t want 

to listen to myself anymore. I want to go to sleep. I wish I could go to sleep. I want to 

go to sleep. I can’t go to sleep. I just got up. I’m not even tired. Why did I want to 

stay up in the dream? Why didn’t I want to go to sleep? What was I scared of? I can’t 

remember. Why did I not want to be me again? I don’t understand. Everything is so 

much better when I’m asleep. Helena loves me. I don’t know why I think otherwise. I 

know she loves me. Am I happy when I sleep? Yes. I’m happy. I don’t think it, but I 

am. My life is great. I want to sleep. I can’t go to sleep yet. I have to do something. 

I’ll read a book. No. I’ll watch TV. Do I want to watch TV? Am I interested or not? 

Do I like it? I don’t know anymore. I don’t know anything anymore. I can’t remember. 

I’ll watch TV. I want to watch TV. 

What’s on? It’s all rubbish. I hate this. This is making me sad. Why am I feeling sad? 

Shall I watch the news? Will that make me happier? No. It won’t. There’s nothing to 

watch. What’s this? 

“Every donation, big or small will help feed entire families. Stop starvation now.” 

For fuck’s sake. I’m crying now. Why am I crying? Since when do I care? Should I 

support them? Should I support any charity? I’ve been asked so many times to support 

charities. Why did I always say no? I don’t understand myself. I’m disgusting. A self-

centred idiot. I hate myself. Wait. I kept all of them. Where are they? Where are all 

the brochures? They should be here somewhere. Where did I put them? Are they 

here? No. Come on, Arden. Where did you put them? You must know. Fuck. Come 

on. Ahhh. I know where they are. Here they are. What do we have here? Saving the 

planet... omission gasses... this is boring. Education for the poor. Education is good. 

This is depressing. I don’t want to read them anymore. Last week I knew I didn’t care 

enough. I was sure of it. Why am I caring now? I’m confused. I don’t understand. Do 

I care or not? I don’t know anything anymore. What are these fucking dreams doing 
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to me? Why are they affecting me so much? Why did I regret eating meat if I didn’t? 

It wasn’t me. It was a dream. I’m scared. Now I understand why I didn’t want to go to 

sleep in the dream. I don’t want to sleep anymore, either. I have to, though. It’s 

unavoidable. How long can a person go without sleep? Not long. I’m sure of that. For 

fuck’s sake. I don’t want to think anymore. I want to stop thinking. What can I do to 

stop thinking? No. I will not kill myself. That’s stupid. I want to stop thinking. I want 

to repress. What should I do? Alcohol? Weed? What should I do? TV? I don’t want to 

watch TV anymore. It’s strange. Maybe I can take some drugs that stop sleep. That 

can work, no? Are there things like that? Coffee! Caffeine. Of course. Or speed. Or 

meth. The choices are endless. That’s what I should do. But they all make me think. 

So, that completely defies the purpose. Alcohol? No. That’s too slow. I’ll have some 

weed. No. That’s too tiresome. It’s exhausting. I’ll take some sleeping pills. But then 

I’ll sleep? But I’m happier when I sleep. I can’t sleep now. I only woke up a while 

ago. What should I do? What should I do? Fuck it! I’ll take some sleeping pills. I’m 

happier when I sleep? Should I? I’m not sure. I might regret it. What’s the worst that 

could happen? Think of it this way, at least I’ll get to see Helena again. I’ll do it. I’ll 

take them. Where did I put them?  

I’m scared. I’m nervous. Am I doing the right thing? Is it healthy to take sleeping pills 

after such a short period of being awake? Yes. It is. I’ll be fine. I’m sure of it. I’ll be 

fine. OK. How many? No. I’ll take another one. Good. Two sleeping pills. I should 

fall asleep soon. No. I’ll take three. Three sleeping pills and I’ll sleep like a log. But 

perhaps I’ll sleep so well that I won’t even be able to dream. Is that even possible? I 

can’t remember what sleeping pills do. Shit. Maybe I did the wrong thing. Well, it’s 

too late now so stop thinking about it. But it’s not too late. I can throw them up. Fuck! 

Fuck! I don’t know. I’m freaking out. Maybe I should have taken more. Maybe I 

should just kill myself. Then I won’t dream or be awake or anything and the other 

Arden will be free. That’s a noble thing to do. It can immortalise me also. I’ll be a 

rock’n’roll suicide, though I missed the age of twenty-seven. What will happen if I 

take the whole pack? Who will miss me? Nobody. I wish Gina had stayed. If Gina had 

stayed, everything would have been so much better. So much clearer. Right. I’ll take 

all of them. Yes. There we go. How many are here? Twenty. More or less. I can’t be 

bothered to count them all. Yes, I’ll just take all of them. There we go. I don’t know 

what to do now. I’ll just go to bed and wait for them to take effect. I’ll sleep. I’ll be 

fine. Sleeping is good. The body recuperates. It’s healthy. I’ll be stronger and 
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healthier. I’ll be fine. Don’t worry, Arden. Everything is going to be alright. You’ll be 

fine. I think I’m starting to feel them. I think I’m getting a bit tired. Should I fight it? 

No. What’s the point? They will win. They are stronger than I am. I’ll sleep. It will do 

me good. Think of it this way. I won’t have to think about Gina or about the album or 

about anything. The album. Fuck. I need to work on it. I have a show soon, don’t I? 

I’m sure that... oh, fuck. I’m feeling drowsy. I’d better lie down. Maybe I should just 

close my eyes. They’re getting heavy. Heh. Just like in my dream. My eyes are 

getting heavy. And... wow. That was a long yawn. OK. Sleep. You’ll be alright... 

 

 

What the hell? Where am I? I’m in the park. Shit. How did I fall asleep here? It’s 

already getting bright. What’s going on? Arden. He’s taken all those pills. Shit. Shit! 

Shit! What do I do? I have to save him. What can I do? I... I can’t call anyone. I don’t 

even know where he lives. Or if he even exists. What’s the best solution? He needs to 

throw up. Maybe if I throw up he will throw up too. Right. I’ll stick a finger in.  

Ow, shit. Shit! Shit! Shit! This is not... 

Argh. This is horrible. It’s... 

Shit! Oh, my God. I’m... this is not nice. It’s not a nice sensation. Is there more? 

There’s... 

Oh, God. I hope this is going to work. I hope it actually affects him.  

Oh, God. Argh. That was disgusting. I should probably go to bed now. Brush my teeth 

and go to bed. It’s quite cold outside. What a stupid idea. I need to quickly fall asleep 

so he can wake up. I need to make sure he wakes up. Right... 

Oh, God. Maybe I shouldn’t brush my teeth. I don’t really have time for it. I need to 

sleep. But I feel disgusting. Oh, come on. Quickly. Let’s quickly brush my teeth. And 

quiet. Don’t wake Gina up. She could probably smell my horrible sense. Poor Gina. 

Poor me. Poor Arden. Which one? 

There we go. Now sleep. Quickly. Just pretend your falling. Keep on falling... fall... 

more... there we go... there we... 
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Oh, fuck. What’s this? Oh, man. This is disgusting. It stinks. Oh, shit. Should I clean 

myself? I can’t be bothered. I’ll do it tomorrow. I’m still really tired. I’m falling 

asleep. I’m... 
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Monday, March 5th 

 

“Arden. You have to go to work.”  

What? Wow. What time is it? It’s early. How long did I sleep for? It couldn’t have 

been more than a couple of hours. Wow. What’s going on? My eyes are burning, but I 

don’t feel tired. This is weird. I’m confused. I’m confused in my dreams, I’m 

confused when I’m awake – when will this confusion end? I can’t stand it anymore. 

Why am I confused in reality, though? I don’t understand. Of course I don’t 

understand – I’m confused. How can I understand anything? But he survived. I did it. 

I saved his life. I saved a life. That’s amazing. Then again, I don’t even know if he 

exists or has a life, do I? But still. He’s alive and that’s all that matters. Then again, if 

he’s still alive, it means I’ll still keep dreaming about him. But who said that if he dies 

I’ll stop? I might just end up dreaming about being dead. That’s even more terrifying. 

Why did he do that? Why did he try to kill himself? What a poor man. I would never 

do that! Never! Selfish and horrible and... he has a mother! 

“I made you your favourite breakfast – noodles with cheese.” 

That’s nice.  

“And cinnamon?” 

“Of course.” 

Excellent. She’s smiling. She’s in a good mood. Great. This might actually be a 

reasonably good day. Famous last words. 

Oh. It smells so good.  

“Thank you so much, my lovely wife.” 

“You are in a good mood today.” 

Am I? Perhaps.  

“I guess your breakfast has helped.”  

I will not concentrate on the negative. Only on the positive. This will be an amazing 

day. No thoughts about any dreams or anything. Enjoy reality for a change. 

“I like your songs.” 

“Pardon?” 

“Your songs.”  

What is she talking about? 

“I like them. When did you start writing? I never knew you wrote.” 
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Wrote? Oh dear. She found the lyrics. How do I explain that to her? She won’t 

understand. I can’t lie. I don’t want to lie.  

“So where did this burst of creativity come from all of a sudden?”  

“Um...”  

Just tell her.  

“From my dreams. In my dreams I write them. Then when I wake up, I remember 

them.” 

Why is she looking at me as if I’m insane? Stop it, Helena.  

“Come and eat.” 

Great. Now we’re going to sit here in complete silence. She’s terrified and freaking 

out. I can see it in her eyes. She wants to have me committed or something. She wants 

to send me away. She wants me to get checked. She thinks I’m insane. Well, maybe 

she’s right. What if I am insane? What if her caring about me and worrying about me 

is what will eventually save me and get me out of this devastating loop of dreams? I 

can’t cope with my subconscious anymore. Or my conscious for that matter. Suicide. 

Shit. She’s right to have me committed. Why isn’t she saying anything? I think I will 

kill myself. I have nothing to live for anymore. 

“Are you taking Josh to school?” 

Oh, very funny. Fine. I won’t kill myself. I have a purpose. To drive Joshua to school. 

Great.  

“Just give me a minute to get ready.” 

At least I don’t need to spend too much time deciding what to wear. It’s simple. Suits. 

I hate suits. They make me look long and ridiculous. Why do I have to wear a suit? 

Oh, so that I don’t have to think about what to wear in the morning. That’s a good 

enough reason. I guess it’s a great way to save time. 

“Arden, try coming home early tonight, maybe we can do something nice just the two 

of us.” 

“Sure. Believe me I don’t want to stay long at work today.” 

She’s very kind. 

“Go. You’re going to be late.” 

OK.  

“I’m going.” 
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So much stress. At least I didn’t have to pick what to wear. I wonder why Gina left so 

quickly. Did I... did he do something wrong? Did she not enjoy the evening? What if 

she was just using him? Oh God. What a horrible lady. I don’t like her anymore. 

Except, that I do. She’s lovely. Why did she go? I hope she’s not angry. And I really 

hope she didn’t use me... I mean him. Perhaps she was just trying to be good in some 

way. That’s stupid. Of course she left because she doesn’t actually like him. That 

must be the case. What a... 

“Dad, what happens when we die?” 

What? How on earth did he get to death? Oh God. What should I tell him? 

“Well, it’s... um...”  

I don’t know how to phrase it. What should I say? Natural?  

“It’s a natural part of living.”  

And why are these things concerning him now? Does he know? Does he know about 

my dreams?  

“But you have nothing to worry about. You’ve got a long time before you’ll get 

there.”  

I don’t understand why he’s asking questions like that. I don’t understand. Is he 

preoccupied with death now? Perhaps he wants to kill himself. Maybe one of his 

friends died or something. No. That’s stupid. I would have heard about that. I wonder 

what it is that’s bothering him. How do I address that? Oh, wow. I’m glad he asked 

that question. Finally, I’m thinking about important things such as Joshua instead of 

my own identity. That makes me feel so much better. I wish Joshua would have more 

problems. Let’s screw the boy up. Make him as complicated as a teenager can be. 

Teenager! That’s it. He’s thirteen now. Of course he’s going to talk about death. He’s 

a confused little being. Oh dear. I probably need to do the talk with him. Sex and 

death. What a hell of a subject. Well, there are two subjects though. What a hell of a 

subjects. That doesn’t even make any sense. What hell of subjects? That does not 

sound right. Never mind. . That would be an amusing conversation. Ha ha. 

“Why are you smiling?” 

Shit.  

“I... I just remembered that I have to do something at work today, which is... 

amusing.” 

“A-ha.” 
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Is he being sarcastic? I guess I deserve that.  

“Right. Have a good day at school, and I’ll see you in the evening.” 

No goodbye? Nothing? Overnight? He’s become a little monster? Great. Here’s to the 

next five years of bliss. I wonder if I should tell Gina about this conversation. Perhaps 

I shouldn’t say anything. Let’s see if anything else happens. I mean, it’s simple 

curiosity. I’m sure it’s fine. Then again, she is his mother. She might want to know. 

No. Leave it for now. He’s at school. He’s their responsibility now. Heh. That is 

brilliant. I wish it were the case – we take the kids to school and whatever they do 

doesn’t reflect on us or come back to us. Like a different world. A parallel universe. 

Hmmm... perhaps that’s what it’s all about? A different world? A parallel universe? 

Where I’m a really successful and talented rock star. What is it that they say? 

Whenever you make a decision, the universe splits into two. Perhaps this is all down 

to one decision I made one time. That’s it. I’m jumping into a parallel universe. That’s 

what it’s all about. That’s amazing. Now it all makes sense. Except, if I don’t sleep in 

this world and not in the parallel one – when do I sleep? Perhaps in the other universe 

people don’t need to sleep. We get pills or something. Oh, wait. But I wasn’t taking 

any pills and that would already mean that the choice wasn’t mine. It must have 

happened a long time before me – but it changed my existence. Wow. This is quite 

weird. Well, all I know is that currently I’m in this universe and that currently I need 

to go to work – and that is not making me happy at all. Oh God. I don’t want to see 

anyone. I don’t want to talk to anyone. Perhaps I shouldn’t go in. I’ll just take another 

day off. Say my brother died or something. Shut up! Don’t ever say that! Just imagine. 

No. I don’t want to imagine. Fine. I’ll walk in swiftly. So quickly, that nobody will 

even notice I’m in. Oh, nobody’s here. Great. So they won’t know. I’ll just sit in front 

of my computer and ignore the entire world. I mean, if I look too busy, nobody is 

going to talk to me. Oh dear. Too many files. I don’t want to take care of them. Too 

big. Perhaps I can just go home. Just stop thinking and get into automatic mode. 

Come on. Take one file at a time. Perhaps if you finish working quickly – you could 

go home early. No chance. There’s too much stuff to do. I’ll never be able to finish 

early. OK, people are coming. Just keep on pretending you’re busy. La la la. Don’t 

look at them. No eye contact. Pretend you’re reading something important. Now 

pretend it’s really bad news.  

“Oh, shit.” 
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Good. Now something is going wrong. Something horrible. 

“Damn it!” 

Excellent. Now type something. Shall I just type gibberish? No. People can tell that 

your typing rhythm is different. Type a song in. ‘Son out the Window.’ Oh. Enough. 

Write something about death. Perhaps I can write nice poetry to answer Joshua’s 

questions. I can’t write poetry. Come on. What do I think of death? It’s sad. Is it? I 

don’t know. What are you typing there? You’re an idiot. You do stupid things. I hate 

you. Why can’t I write? I wrote those songs in the dream. I never heard them before – 

so I must have created them myself. I don’t understand. Either I can write or I can’t. 

How come I can’t write all of a sudden? This doesn’t make any sense. Oh dear, what 

if they can all tell that I’m not working? What if they fire me? That would be great. 

Except that I have a child and a half. I need to make sure I can support them. That’s 

what it’s all really about. Come on. Joshua and Helena and the little baby. That’s 

amazing. That’s what life is about. That’s what it’s all about. Not some fantasy 

dreams about cocaine and stupid rock songs. This is ridiculous. How many days have 

I wasted on these stupid dreams? Enough. You are an idiot. And I despise your 

behaviour. So stop feeling sorry for yourself and start focusing on the real things in 

life – the important things. I can’t cope with this any more. At least I’m managing to 

get some work done. I might even finish this file before lunchtime. Excellent. Then I 

could go out and eat something nice and forget about everything. I shouldn’t be alone 

though. I should spend time with people. I shouldn’t sit alone with my thoughts. It 

won’t help anyone. I know it won’t. I’ll just end up feeling sorry for myself again. I’ll 

go to lunch with the office people. I’ll send an email out and see who wants to go with 

me. Right. I’m a bit hungry now, too. What should I eat? Fish. I fancy some fish. Or 

maybe pasta. I don’t know. Let’s see what... oh, Jeff and Martin want to come for 

lunch. Excellent. So I could ask them where they want to go. I don’t even have to 

decide. OK. Almost finished with this file. Thank God. I just need... 

“Are you coming?” 

Um... 

“Sure. Give me thirty seconds.”  

Come on. Quickly. And 310. Great.  

“OK. Let’s go. Where do you want to go?” 

“Shall we go to the café downstairs?” 
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No fish or pasta, but that’s good enough for me. At least it’s close and I can always 

escape back to the office when they bore me.  

“Sure. Sounds great.” 

Finally, I can start enjoying my Monday morning properly, and not have these heavy 

thoughts playing in my mind. 

“What did she say to you?” 

“That if I can’t get it myself, I shouldn’t ask her for it instead.” 

“I hope you told her where to stick it.” 

What on earth are they talking about? I don’t understand.  

“Did you hear about all this, Arden?” 

“What’s that?” 

“Julia was behaving like a bitch today.” 

I don’t see any reason to use such bad language. At least now I remember why I don’t 

really go to lunch with co-workers. I hate all this gossip.  

“No. I didn’t hear anything about it.” 

“Well, apparently, she started...” 

I can’t listen to this. My mind will explode if I pay any attention to any of this. Just 

ignore it. Oh dear. What if they ask me a question? I have to pretend to listen to them. 

OK. I’ll nod my head and agree with what he said. Let’s just hope it wasn’t some 

misogynistic remark. And I’ll tail onto his last sentence, if he ever gets to it. 

“Control-room in order to check it, so I went there too but it was completely empty. 

How weird is that?” 

“That is really weird. You are right.” 

I think I got away with it. 

“How many times did you have to...?” 

My stomach is feeling odd. I wonder what’s wrong with it. Hmmm... what is that? 

What is going on? Am I going to be sick? Oh, I hope I’m not going to have to fart. I 

really don’t want to do that. Fart. It’s such a disgusting word. I wonder who... ouch. 

Shit. Maybe I’ll run to the toilet. 

“Excuse me for one second.” 

Why are they looking at me like that? They think I’m weird. Maybe they heard my 

stomach. Don’t be stupid. Of course they didn’t. That’s just stupid. OK. Now figure 
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out what’s going on with your stomach. It’s probably just gas. What else can it be?

  

I am sick of these people. I don’t even know why I’m bothering with them. I should 

just quit this job and find a... whoopsie daisy. There we go. Calm down, stomach. 

Soon I’ll lead you to your rescue-place and release all the criminals to the wilderness 

where they will drown and decompose. This toilet is dirty. I hate men’s toilets. Stop 

being so negative. Come on. One more second. There we go. Ahh... that’s much better. 

Shut up! You’re disgusting. Talking like an idiot.  

Right, so where was I? Somewhere important, no doubt. I wish that was true. Were... I 

wish that were true. Is there ever a correct use of was in wishes? I really should open 

a grammar book and check. I can probably ask Joshua. I’m sure he’d know. I mean, 

surely they teach him this sort of thing in school – don’t they? I would imagine so.  

I can’t believe there’s no more soap left here. This is disgusting. I’ll have to 

remember to wash my hands properly when I get back to the office. This place is 

disgusting. I’m never coming back here again... 

“... after he threatened to file an official complaint. Can you believe it?” 

Oh, for heaven’s sake. They’re still gossiping. I can’t believe it. I need to get the hell 

out of here. I can’t stand this anymore. I don’t want to go back to work. I want to go 

home. Helena! Of course. She’s pregnant. Why didn’t I think about that? 

“Guys, did I tell you my wife’s pregnant? I think I’m going to have to go and pick my 

son up from school as she’s having... a scan or something...” 

Oh, right. That’s great news. Congratulations.” 

Excellent.  

“See you tomorrow.” 

I bet they’re going to be gossiping about me now... the bastards. I need to call Helena 

now. I hope she’ll be happily surprised. I think she... 

“Hey Helena. I have some good news. I’ll go and pick Joshua up today...” 

“Oh, alright... is everything ok?” 

“Of course. Why shouldn’t it be?” 

“Aren’t you supposed to be working?” 

“They gave me the half-day off...” 

“Right...” 

“What’s wrong? Aren’t you happy?” 
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“OK. I’ll see you at home.” 

“What?” 

Why isn’t she happy? Why did she hang up on me? I don’t understand. Maybe she’s 

having an affair? Maybe that’s it. Maybe I forced her to kick her fucking toy boy out 

of the house. Fucking? Why am I swearing?! That’s not very nice of me. And of 

course Helena isn’t having an affair. I mean, I don’t know. Is she? I need to look out 

for all the signs.  

“I’m off. I’ll see you tomorrow.” 

Nobody’s even asking any questions. Not sure why I even bothered coming up here. 

Right. Joshua. I’ll go and pick him up. And then I can talk to him and take him home... 

and find Helena sleeping with another man. Don’t be stupid. She knows we’re coming 

so he won’t even be there any more. I won’t have to see a thing. That’s pretty wise of 

me. Well, wise and unwise. I guess ignorance is bliss. It’s probably better for me to 

not know that she’s having an affair. Would I want to know? Probably not. I think I 

would much rather not know. So, that’s what I should do from now on. Call Helena 

before I come home and make sure she knows I’m on my way. Give her every 

possible chance to get away with it. Perfect. 

“Hey, Joshua.” 

What’s going on? Why isn’t he saying anything? Maybe he is still obsessed with 

death. 

“I wanted to talk to you some more about death.”  

Oh God. Teenagers. What is wrong with him now?  

“Joshua?” 

“I don’t want to talk to you.” 

Great. This is going to be a fantastic journey home.  

“Look, I came to pick you up. I wanted to spend some time with you. Maybe work on 

the jigsaw together or something like that...” 

Nothing! 

“Joshua?” 

“I said I don’t want to talk to you! What don’t you understand?!” 

Right. Fine. My wife is cheating on me and my son is ignoring me. Thank God, I have 

a baby on the way to hate me too. Maybe I should get a pet so it can kill itself and a 
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robot to torture me. A robot to torture me? What the heck am I talking about? Have I 

really reached that stage where I’m talking about robots? I like robots.  

“Joshua, do you like robots?” 

Great. The evil look. Leave him alone. You’ll only be making it worse. Then again, it 

is quite amusing. I miss my teenage tantrums. Everything was so serious at the time. I 

wonder why that is. Why are we so prone to tantrums in teenage years? Why is 

everything the end of the world at that time?  

“So do you want to do the jigsaw with me?” 

No need to slam the door like that. I just wanted to spend a bit of time with you. Fine. 

Right. Well, cheer up. Get out of the car, get into the house and smile. Be happy. 

Make Helena realise that she has nothing to worry about. Joshua is just being a 

teenager.  

“Hi, Helena. Is everything alright?” 

“Yes. What’s wrong with Josh?” 

“No idea.” 

“Did you say something to upset him?” 

“Of course not. Where is he now?” 

“He’s in the other room doing the jigsaw.” 

Oh... he’s trying to hurt me.  

“Ignore him. He’s just playing games.” 

Why is she looking at me like that? She is scaring me. Stop it!  

“OK. Dinner is ready.”  

Fine. We’ll eat and everything will be alright again. Kind of... I think. I don’t know 

anymore. I don’t understand anything.  

“Josh, Come in here. Dinner is ready.” 

“I’m not hungry!” 

“Oh, stop being silly. Come and eat.” 

“I’m going to sleep.” 

He’s a teenager. That’s what he is. That’s it. A teenager.  

“He’s a teenager. Leave him alone.” 

“Are you sure we should leave him? Shouldn’t I go after him and see what is 

troubling him?” 
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“I think that’s the last thing he probably wants. Don’t worry. He’ll probably get 

hungry and come downstairs later.” 

“Josh. I’ll prepare a plate for you. If you get hungry later, just come down and eat.” 

I guess it’s just me and her. Perhaps I should show her my lyrics... 

“I dreamt some more songs tonight. Do you want to hear them?” 

“Um... sure. Do you want one or two?” 

“I’ll have one, please. I’m not too hungry. Right. Let’s see if I remember them...” 

How come I remember them?” 

“This one is called ‘My Son out the Window’.” 

“How very appropriate.” 

“Pizzas on the floor 

Stillness by the door  

Just back from the store 

My son out the window. 

Jigsawing through life, 

Only with my wife, 

I want to buy a knife,  

My son out the window. 

Horrors of existence, 

Ghosts stand in the distance, 

Working through persistence 

My son out the window.” 

“Wow... that’s certainly interesting.” 

“Do you want another one?” 

“I’m scared, but go on...” 

“She’s young, she’s supple and her skin as pure as snow. 

Yet, she’s bad, she’s rotten and there’s a dark heart behind that glow. 

She’s a horrible brat 

And I’m too old for that tart 

So I must forget the Lolita. 

She comes on to me like a moth to a flame 

And though to turn her down would be an awful shame 

I must say now 
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Tell her to go 

And forget the Lolita.” 

“Well, they’re not really my cup of tea, but they are certainly skilful. Perhaps you 

should publish them or something.” 

What a silly idea... actually, that could be really amazing if I could publish them... 

“Do you remember Sally? Her cousin writes lyrics for pop groups and he is making 

millions. Can you write something about me?” 

I... I don’t think I can.  

“No. I don’t think that’s how it works...”  

I... Helena, the Trojan wonder woman... fuck! God. No, I can’t write anything. Buy, 

why... enough. I don’t want to think about this anymore. 

“Let’s listen to some music.” 

Put some music on, and ignore everything else. Bach! Perfect.  

“Shall I put some Bach on? It’s meant to be good for the baby.” 

“Shhh... not so loud. Josh might hear you. Do you want a glass of wine?” 

“Sure...”  

Hold on. She can’t drink with you. That’s not fun.  

“Oh, no. I don’t want to drink in front of you. It’s fine. I’m alright.” 

She seems happy. Good. I’m glad I made her happy. Now, if only I could have a glass 

of wine to make me happy.  

“How was last night for you?” 

“It was alright. I’ve had better, obviously, but it was fine. A little bit boring, actually.” 

“Don’t worry so much about the dreams. You know? They will stop at some point. It’s 

probably just stress or something like that. And if they don’t stop, at least you’re 

getting nice lyrics from them.” 

That’s true.  

“Heh.” 

She is beautiful. I want to kiss her. I miss her beautiful lips. 

“What’s that for?” 

“Nothing. I love you... and Joshua... and this baby. It’s good to remember what is 

really important in life.” 

“That’s lovely. Well, I’m going to sleep now.” 

“I think I’ll come with you.” 
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Yes. I need to learn to appreciate the important things in life. Before I lose them. 

Helena and Joshua. These are the real things. All the rest is rubbish. Really? Is that 

true, though? Are Helena and Josh the most important thing in the world? Surely not. 

There are so many people in this world. Why are they any more important than 

anyone else? I don’t know enough people to be able to answer that. What if I should 

be a writer and have lots of people read about my son out the window or about this 

Lolita that I need to forget? What if that’s what I really have to do?  

“Goodnight.” 

What if I’m not even me? What if I am that rock star? What if this is all a dream? 

What if I need to stop thinking and worrying about this crap life and start living the 

glamorous life in my dreams... or should I say, my reality? Helena... Josh... they seem 

pointless in the grand scheme of things. When I die, what will I be remembered as? A 

rubbish father? A useless husband? Am I not supposed to do bigger things than this? 

Is this really all I am worth? And is that even a bad thing? I have no idea. Why is 

there nobody to help me? Then again, do I really want to live a different life? Do I 

want to deal with Gina for the rest of my life? She is such a bitch. I don’t think this 

life is much more than... 

 

 

Oh, God. This is rank. Absolutely horrible. I should probably clean all this up. It’s 

dried. Eeew. Fucking disgusting. And I need a shower now... I can’t believe I almost 

killed myself last night. Glad it didn’t work. Fucking Gina. I hate her. She is just so 

horrible. I really hate her. What a bitch. She’s a bitch. She’s... why? OK, I think this is 

a slightly severe reaction. I’m not quite sure why I’m so angry with her. I certainly 

didn’t expect that. At least the sleeping pills worked. Except, that my dreams felt 

much more intense than usual. Or did they? Am I imagining it? I don’t know anymore. 

It’s hard to tell... 

What day is it today? Oh, of course. It’s Monday again. What should I do today? 

Should I go back to town? It’s getting a little bit boring here. I don’t want to be here 

anymore. Well, that’s not true. I do want to be here. Do I? I don’t know. It’s Monday. 

How frustrating. Maybe I should go back and see Gina. No. I’m angry with her. But 

why? Perhaps she was using me. But I didn’t think this last night. I’m sure of it. This 

is because of the dream. Why is that making me angry with her? She never used me. 
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Never. Or did she? I have no idea. Wait, let’s see if she called me. Where’s my 

phone... where did I put it? There we go. No. No missed calls. What a cow. I hate her. 

No. No, you don’t hate her. Just calm down and relax. What is it with you today? 

I’ll have some coffee and something to eat. No. No breakfast today. I’m not hungry. I 

know what I need. I need to perform. That would be nice. I want to try my songs out 

in front of an audience. The songs that I wrote. Me. By myself. Idiot! Yes. Some 

audience-love would be great. The fans will love it. That will help me forget 

everything that’s going on. I’ll call Jeremy and arrange it. Excellent. Well done, 

Arden. You are a genius. 

“Hey.” 

“Good morning, sweet-cheeks. What are you doing up so early?” 

“Never mind that. Listen, dickhead. I have an idea.” 

“Does it involve lots of naked girls and coke?” 

“No. Well, maybe... I don’t know. This isn’t the point. How about I do a small secret 

gig?” 

“Are you shitting me?” 

“No. I’ve got some new songs I’d like to try out, and to be honest, I want some 

audience.” 

“Arden, if you were close to me, I would kiss you on? the asshole. I love you so much 

I would cut my balls off and decorate you like a Christmas tree.” 

“Yeah, I knew that would make you happy.” 

“Alright. I’m on to it. I’ll update you as soon as I hear anything. I love you, man.” 

What a dickhead! 

“Listen and one more thing – I want to come back to town, even though the album 

isn’t finished. Is that alright?” 

“Listen, Arden. You really do deserve a holiday. Try it.” 

Damn it. I know exactly what he means. Screw him. I’m gonna go back to town. I 

want to go back to town, and besides. He wants me to do a gig. I can’t do it here, can 

I? 

Alright. Let’s go. Do I need a coat? No. It’s alright. I just need to put my shoes on. I 

like driving. I’m looking forward to the drive. This is going to be fun. Just me and the 

radio and the wind in my hair. That will be perfect. Oh, and I mustn’t forget Betsey.  
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Ahh, this is nice and relaxing. No need to think about anything. Just enjoy the car, 

enjoy the road and enjoy the music.  

“The water is still in my hair. La la la la la la... and I don’t care what the fault is with 

him. I wanna grow some wings. La la la la la la... la la la la... whatever the something 

is done... la la la ... la la la.” 

This is the happiest moment of my life. OK, that might be an exaggeration. Perhaps 

not even in the top ten.  

“Hello?” 

“Sweet cheeks. It’s me. Got you a gig on Wednesday.” 

“That’s great. Thanks for letting me know.” 

“Where are you?” 

“In my car. On my way back home. Just for a bit.” 

“Yeah, alright. You might as well stay here till after the gig.” 

“Sounds good. Where is it?” 

“At the Three-to-One-Zero Club” 

“Excellent. I love it there. Will be a good one. I promise.” 

“I’ll start informing the fan bases.” 

This song is brilliant. 

“Underneath a flyover moon, I reached the sky and peaked too soon. There are no 

covers in the air. There are no covers for the pair. I lost my heart but gained your soul, 

just give me your breath and all...” Wow. I love these lyrics. I wish I wrote them. Shit, 

it even made me cry. Fuck. Wow. That was amazing. I want to write something.  

OK. I should have my notebook in the bag. There we go... alright... 

“My son asked me when I’ll die, I didn’t know if I should lie, I told him that it’s part 

of life, I so wish that I had my wife.” That’s a rubbish rhyme. Come on, Arden, you 

can do better than that. Don’t be ridiculous. You seem to be as talented as that idiot in 

the dream. I can rhyme better than him. Come on. Damn it. The inspiration’s gone. 

Fuck it. Let’s continue driving. It’s getting late. 

I wonder how Helena is. I do miss her when I don’t see her. She is so beautiful and 

perfect. I wish I could be with her. I wonder why that guy isn’t letting her in. If I had 

a wife, I’d tell her everything. I’d share everything with her.  

Shit, I hope nobody is waiting outside the house. No, it’s a Monday afternoon. 

Nobody will be here now... I’ve got the penthouse all to myself. The serenity of the 
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city. So peaceful. Apart from that fucking driver behind me who’s beeping all the 

time. And that alarm in the store. OK, so perhaps it’s not that peaceful. But still, I get 

to sit in my room, with my beautiful views and my beautiful Betsey. And all the 

assholes that live around me. Just ignore them. They’re all idiots. Everybody is an 

idiot. When did I start disliking people so much? What on earth happened to me? I 

used to love people. I guess that was before they started loving me back. If I can 

really call it love. I wouldn’t mind, though, having a nice quiet dinner with Helena... 

or with Gina. Or with both. But just us. Just the two of us. Or three of us. No Joshua.  

“Enough!”  

There is no Joshua. Stop it! Why do I have to shout at myself? People already think 

I’m strange enough without talking to myself. Just relax. It’s normal. It’s absolutely 

normal talking to yourself, so relax. Real axe. Oh, an axe. I can kill people. The 

people I hate. So when I relax, I go and kill people with a real axe. Not an imaginary 

one. A real one. I’m such an idiot. 

“Hello, Douglas. How have things been without me?” 

“Good evening, sir. I hope you’ve had a pleasant trip.” 

“Very pleasant. Thank you. Do you know if my penthouse has been cleaned while I 

was away?” 

“I do believe she was in again this afternoon, sir.” 

“Your knowledge is very kind.” 

“Not my knowledge, sir, just my willingness to divulge it.” 

I like Douglas. 

Right... well, I do hope it will indeed be clean and tidy. I need to have something to 

mess up over the next few days. And at least nobody was standing outside waiting. 

There we go. Home sweet home. Very tidy. Smells of lemons. Lovely. I hate lemons. 

Do I? Since when? It doesn’t matter. I’m hungry. I’ll have some cornflakes. Isn’t it a 

bit late for breakfast now? Ah, Arden, you know as well as I do – it’s never too late 

for breakfasts. Deep, Arden. Very deep. Anyway, it’s not breakfast, and it’s too late 

for anything now. It’s too late full stop, and these cornflakes are yummy. Just what 

the doctor ordered. Well, I ordered them in my weekly shopping list, and I’m no 

doctor. But I guess I can be. Should I become a doctor? I bet I could easily find a 

university that would give me a PhD. Either that or I should submit my songs for my 

thesis. That would be amazing. I think my songs are doctorship-worthy. 
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God, there’s so much mail. It’s as if I’ve been gone for a month. Should I open it? No. 

Not now. I can’t be bothered. It’s too much hassle. Let’s watch TV instead.  

What’s on? No... no... no... no... no... this is all boring as hell. Music? No. No music. I 

want to watch something. Tennis? Yes. Tennis is good. I do like tennis. And a spliff! 

Perfect. Tennis and a spliff. What more do I need? Do I have any here? Ah, I have 

that super strong stuff from Dave. Where did I put it? I hope the cleaner didn’t move 

it... or smoke it... actually, I don’t mind if she smoked it. Why do I assume it was a 

she? I have no way of knowing if it is a she. That was very sexist of me. It could have 

been a hot boy too. Actually, Douglas said it was a she. Yes. It was a she, and here is 

my weed. Perfect. Didn’t it make me fall asleep last time I took it? Well, do I have 

anything better to do today? Probably not.  

A spliff – a tennis match – that all sounds absolutely perfect. I am the fucking king of 

everything. All must salute me. Salute? Isn’t that a French word for hello? Is that 

where it came from? To say hello to someone – to salute them? I don’t know. Does it 

really matter? Does the king of everything really care about the etymology of words? 

Hey, Arden, look at you – using such a big word. Finally, there was a reason for my 

university education. There I go – one step closer to a PhD. I’ll write a thesis about 

the etymology of my lyrics. I bet nobody has ever checked where salute comes from. 

Actually, I bet someone has. This is stupid. Stop talking nonsense and start watching 

the tennis. Fuck, that spliff is strong. Ahhh... but very relaxing. Shit, it hurts my throat. 

Well, it’s good though. Yay, thirty–love. I love tennis. I-Love. Deuce. Advantage 

point me. I win. Tennis loses. Hurrah. Yay.  

“YAY”  

I feel like dancing now. Let’s do the tennis dance. Woo... heh... ha ha. This is the 

stupidest thing I’ve ever done. Shut up! You’re the stupidest thing I’ve ever done. 

Man, this is going to be huge. It will be the new craze – the tennis dance. I love it. 

Maybe I should incorporate it into one of my songs. I’ll make a shit loads of money. 

Arden, you are an artist. Who cares about the money?  

Me! I care about the money. Oh, I crack myself up.  

OK, enough. Oh, wow. He’s beating the shit out of him. I don’t recognise either of 

them. Is this even live? I didn’t think it was tennis season. I’m tired... I’m... not sleepy. 

Why not? Well... I’m... tennis... it’s um... yay. Advantage. I need a drink. I’m too tired 

to get up. I can’t be bothered. I can’t... um... who cares? It’s only tennis. Tennis? 
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What tennis? It’s winning. It? Who is it? What is this it? I’m not really... um... I 

think... maybe I’ll just rest my eyes. Not sleep yet. But resting... 

 

 

 

 

 

Tuesday, March 6th 

 

Who won the match? No television. Come on. You don’t even like sports. And you 

watch no television. This is getting boring and repetitive now. I feel like I’m stuck in 

a whirl of sameness. Wow. That’s a bit bleak for the morning. I should share it with 

Helena. She’s asleep. Maybe I should write it in a lyric. Hold on, that other Arden 

said I can’t rhyme. How dare he? Of course I can rhyme. I’m sure I can rhyme.  

What was it that I said? A whirl of repetitiveness? Or something like that. 

Repetitiveness. There must be a rhyme for that. Damn it. I picked the Purple word. No. 

It wasn’t receptiveness. It was sameness. There must be an easier rhyme for sameness. 

Gameness. Shameness. Raleness. Oh, damn it. It’s too early in in the morning. I need 

to have my breakfast first. I’ll make something for me and Helena. I feel guilty. No. 

Not guilty. What’s it called? Paranoid. I’m paranoid. I’m paranoid? Jesus. Since 

when? Right. I have to make Helena love me again. She must love me.  

A gig on Wednesday, eh? Sounds so glamorous and exciting. That should be fun. I 

wonder if he’ll do any more drugs again. That was... interesting. I’m quite looking 

forward to it. I’ve never been to a gig before, so to actually experience it from the 

stage. Well, I have two more days to wait before I get to go to sleep on Wednesday. 

“Morning, Josh. Do you want some porridge?” 

Great. He’s still not talking to me. What is up with him? Should I be worried? 

“Morning. Did I wake you up?” 

“No.” 

 What the hell is going on? Why is everybody so angry all the time?  

“I’ve made some porridge. Do you want some?” 

She’s giving me dirty looks. She’s angry. 

“What’s wrong?” 
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“Not now. I’ll talk to you later. I’ll take Josh to school and we’ll talk afterwards. 

Come on, Josh. Eat your breakfast and I’ll take you to school.” 

Oh, my God. What is wrong? Why is she angry? Oh. No. Is she breaking up with me? 

It’s finally happening, isn’t it? It’s finally going to happen. She’s going to leave me. 

It’s going to happen. Why do I have to wait now? To hell with it. I don’t have time to 

think about it. I need to go to work. I have to work. I don’t care. If she wants to leave 

me, I don’t care at all. 

“Goodbye.” 

“Bye.” 

“Say , Josh.”  

Or maybe not. 

“I’ll try to speak to him.” 

To hell with it. I’ll just go to work. At least over there I don’t have to think about 

anything. I can just shut down and stop thinking. Forget about this stupid fucking 

child and that bitch of a wife and just live my life without noticing anyone or anything. 

This is the best way to live. Perhaps I should stay at work forever. In front of my desk. 

Just punching holes into pieces of paper. No troubles. No worries. Nothing. Enough. 

We said no more thinking. Shut down. Just get it over with. 

“Good morning, Arden.” 

“Good morning.” 

“Morning.” 

Just a bit of quiet. Just a bit of silence. Ignore everything. Sit down. Do your job. Go 

home. It can’t be that complicated to get through a day, can it? Come on. 

Shhh. God. This is going to be a long day. 

No. It will not. Look at all this paperwork. So much to do today. It’s going to be a 

short and quick day. You won’t even notice the time passing.  

Shall I have lunch today? Or perhaps I could just leave early instead. Yes, I won’t 

take my lunch hour and go home one hour earlier. That is very clever. 

I’m thirsty. Shall I get myself a cup of water? Or tea? Or coffee? Wow. I am really 

surprising myself today. 

Enough. Just get on with your work. Let’s see. I was hoping this wouldn’t be here 

today. OK. Quickly. Chop chop. I can do it. Go, Arden! Go Arden! Woop! Who is the 

best in the world?! Arden is. Give me an A. Give me an R. Give me a D. Give me an 
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“Coming to lunch?” 

“E!” 

“I beg your pardon?” 

“Oh, sorry. Nothing. No, I’m going to work through my lunch today. Thank you. 

Busy busy busy. So much work to do, eh?” 

I can see the look she’s giving me. She thinks I’m weird. They all think I’m weird. I 

know that. I know that that’s what everybody here thinks of me, but I don’t care. I’ll 

wear it with pride. Hell, it was cool being weird in high school. How come when you 

turn thirty it becomes so horrible? Where did all the weirdoes go? I bet Arden was a 

weirdo in high school too. Nah, he was probably cool. Just look at him. He reeks of 

coolness. What are you talking about?! He looks just like you. He is you, for fuck’s 

sake. Hey, no need for profanity here. He might look like me, but I’ll never be as cool 

as him. Besides, I bet he left school. He probably dropped out to pursue a music 

career. Yeah, that’s what I should have done. Had I been able to play anything... and 

rebel, for that matter. Who am I kidding? I was the biggest geek. I reeked of geek. Ha 

ha. I still do. I still reek of geek. I’m a geek reeker. OK, enough. Come on. Finish this 

document and then we’ll just sneak home. I’m sure if I leave two hours earlier, it 

won’t make much of a difference. Nobody will even notice, will they? 

OK. Quickly. Just run out and nobody will listen. Listen? You mean, see. Yes. I do 

mean see. You knew exactly what I meant so why are you being an idiot about it? Just 

because I got the two senses wrong. Obviously, it wasn’t the image in my mind that 

was wrong, just the use of the word. So perhaps it’s a bit too late for me in the day. 

God, I need to sleep. Well, not before I sort little Jimmy out. Oi, we said we’re never 

calling him little Jimmy again. Josh. Joshua. That’s who he is and that’s it. 

“Ow!” Fuck! What did I trip on? Shit, it’s a rock. Shit. My knee hurts now. Ow. 

Come on. Grow up. It’s only a little bruise. Get into your car, you idiot!  

I hope I can drive. Of course you can. Stop being a baby. My God. It’s a little scrape 

on the knee. It’s nothing. What is wrong with you?! Well, I’m worried about not 

being able to bend my knee properly for the clutch. You need to be very gentle with 

the clutch. See? There we go. I managed to do it, and it didn’t even hurt. So, I need to 

stop feeling sorry for myself and hit the gas. No. Don’t hit the gas. It sounds terribly 

dangerous. Come on. Just get home. Put some music on, and drive home. No rock. No 

more rock. Put some classical music on. What is this? It sounds familiar. Oh, of 
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course. It’s Schubert. How beautiful. So peaceful. So calm. Lovely. That’s nice. See? 

I don’t even remember hurting my knee. Everything is gone now. Well, now it’s back 

again, you idiot. But soon it will disappear again. Keep listening to Schuman. 

Schubert! Idiot. Ow!  

I wonder what people’s mood is at home. I used to always be able to tell what was 

going on with them, but now I just can’t anymore. It’s puberty, isn’t it? How on earth 

can any parent ever guess or understand what is going on with their child? What a 

waste. It’s almost like having a baby again. You spend so much time just waiting and 

waiting for them to grow up so you can start talking to them or start playing with 

them or not having to feed them, but mostly, you wait for them to be old enough to 

communicate what it is they want from you so you can stop guessing, and then what 

do you get? A few wonderful years of childhood before they revert back to not being 

able to communicate their true emotions. Wow. That was a really deep and interesting 

analysis of puberty. Perhaps I should be a therapist or a theoretician about psychology. 

I can be the next Freud or something like that... so just like that, I give up my career 

as a lyricist? What a pity. Actually, I can probably make much more money writing 

lyrics. So, I’ll stick to that. Which reminds me, I should probably hide them better. I 

should keep them in my room. 

How come there are no lights on in the house? Are they not home? Where are they? 

They’ve probably left a note or something. Right, they’re definitely not home. No 

note on the table. Um... where else could they have left a note? No. Not here either. 

Nowhere. Wow. It’s pretty late. Where the heck are they? Oh well, it gives me the 

opportunity to move the lyrics. I wonder if they went to eat... I’m quite hungry. They 

shouldn’t have gone without me. I should give her a call. Hey, where are the lyrics? 

I’m sure I put them here... I’m sure they... this is very strange. No, I distinctively 

remember putting them here. Did I... um... where are they? I remember. It was clear. 

Maybe I dreamt it. Maybe I never wrote them. Come on. Please don’t start thinking 

you dream about yourself now. If I start dreaming about myself, that will really screw 

my brain up. I’m confused enough as it is with the other ‘me’ or whatever the hell I 

can call him, without it being the ‘me-me’ in it as well. I’m giving myself a headache 

now. This is really odd. OK, I’ll just leave it. Let’s see where Helena is... 

“Hello...” 

“Hey. Where are you guys?” 
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“Sorry, we went out to get some ice cream. We should be back soon. Do you want me 

to get you anything?” 

They went to have ice cream without me?! What kind of behaviour is that? That is 

very rude of them.  

“No. I’m alright. See you soon.”  

At least I’m all alone. That’s quite nice. What are you talking about? What’s nice 

about it? You hate being alone. I used to enjoy it. What happened? This happened! 

These endless talks with? yourself. You’re giving yourself a headache. There’s only 

so much one can take. Maybe I should go for a walk. That could be nice. Clear my 

head a little bit. Clear it of what? How can I stop thinking of everything? I don’t 

understand how other people get through their days. I guess that’s what TV is for... or 

religion. Something else to occupy yourself with during the day. Something to make 

you stop thinking about our existence and concentrate on doing things. I’m glad I 

don’t watch TV. I think it’s the right thing to do.  

“Hello, Arden. I haven’t seen you in a long time.” 

Shit. What’s his name?  

“Hello. How are things with you?” 

“They’re wonderful. Just taking the trash out.” 

“Yes, I can see that. How is your wife?” 

“She’s grand. And Helena?” 

Why does he remember so much about us?  

“She’s very well. Thank you.” 

“OK. I shall see you around.” 

“Yes. Send my love to...”  

To hell with it. What am I even doing outside? Walking is boring. What made me 

think I’d enjoy walking all of a sudden? Heh. It’s that Arden again. Him and his 

concepts of enjoying things. Walking is stupid. I mean, it’s important to walk to a 

certain extent but come on... just going out for a walk? Who does that? Well, Arden, I 

guess, but it’s stupid. A waste of time. 

The house is still empty. Still eating ice cream. Still talking. I wonder what they’re 

talking about. They’re probably talking about me and laughing at me and saying what 

a dreadful person I am. The worst father. They’re probably planning their escape. 

What if they’ve already escaped? What if they never come home again? I don’t want 
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to go inside the house. I’ll sit outside. Perhaps I should hide in the bushes. Don’t be 

stupid. Just sit on that chair. It’s still in the dark, so nobody can see you, but it’s a bit 

saner than hiding in a bush. Supposedly. I know what I’ll do. I will not go into the 

house until they come home. This way, if they have left me, I’ll probably die at some 

point from malnutrition or hypothermia or something like that. That’s a great idea. I’ll 

sit here on this chair and not get up until they come back. If they ever come back. 

Come on, who goes to eat ice cream anymore? They’ve left me. You’re kidding 

yourself if you believe them. You idiot. You are the biggest fool in the world. 

Anyway, I’m glad they left me. I don’t want them here any more. I want to be alone. I 

want to die from hypothermia or from malnutrition. I wonder if the neighbours will 

get worried at some point and call the police. That’s alright, but they’ll have to bury 

me with the chair. I’ll be stuck to it by that point. . Oh, the car is coming back. If I sit 

here and wait, I’ll hear what they say when they get out of the car. That way I’ll know 

if they were talking about me or not.  

“... but you have nothing to worry about. You have a long way to go before you die. I 

promise you, you will not die any time soon.” 

They’re talking about death again. I guess he’s going through his morbid period. We 

all went through that, didn’t we? Oh, my God. I completely forgot. I had that stupid 

school therapist who told me that I was suicidal because I asked about death. No, it 

was because I used to say ‘nothing is certain apart from death’ as a catch phrase. 

What a stupid woman. Who tells a teenager that they’re suicidal? I hope nobody’s 

told Josh that. Maybe I should have a chat to him about that. Wow, they didn’t even 

notice me. Maybe I should stay here on the chair until they come looking for me. I 

want them to be worried about me for a bit. Is it wrong of me to want them to worry 

about me? No. I think I deserve some worry. I’ve been worrying up until now. Why 

aren’t they looking for me yet, though? Surely she knows I was supposed to be home. 

Worry about me, for heaven’s sake. 

Ahh, she’s calling me now.  

“Hi, Helena.” 

“Where are you?” 

“I went out for a walk. I should be back in a few minutes.” 

“Um... alright. See you soon.” 
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OK. So, now they think I’m away for a bit, I’m sure they’ll talk about me. I know 

what I’ll do. I’ll peep in through the window until they talk about me. I want to hear 

what they have to say about me. They’re doing the jigsaw. I can’t believe they’re 

doing it without me. That’s... I can’t believe it. Why aren’t they talking? When will 

they talk about me? Why aren’t they talking about me yet? 

“AAAARGH!”  

Shit! 

“Oh, my God, it’s you. What are you doing there? Oh, for heaven’s sake. You scared 

the living daylights out of me. What the hell are you doing?” 

“I was just checking up on you.” 

“Come inside.” 

Oops. I didn’t mean for that to happen. 

“Josh, where are you going?” 

Why is he running away from me? Why is he going to his room? 

“What is up with him?” 

“I don’t know. Look. Just let him be. I think he’s just having a tough time at school.” 

Oh, my God. She knows something. She knows. She’s trying to keep me away from 

him. He said something to her.  

“Shall we play cards for a bit?” 

She’s trying to distract me. Is it going to work? Well, I do fancy a game of cards. 

“Alright. By the way, have you seen my lyrics?” 

“No, I haven’t seen them.” 

“I’m a bit scared that Josh took them.” 

“Why are you scared?” 

“I don’t want him to read my lyrics, and some are a bit... you know... raunchy. 

“So you think that’s why he’s being that way now?” 

“Maybe. It would explain where they disappeared to.” 

“Yes, it would explain a few things.” 

“I didn’t expect them to affect him so much.” 

I wonder if that’s what this is all about. Should I talk to him? 

“Are you going to prepare the cards?” 

Is she still angry with me? Perhaps I should ask her. Why? What’s the point? She’ll 

only... 
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“Where are you going?” 

“Um... to the toilet. Is that alright?” 

I should probably eat something.  

“I’m going to get myself a sandwich. Do you want one?” 

“No. I’m alright. I had dinner earlier.” 

Of course you didn’t prepare anything for me, did you? Why should you? Who cares 

about me? I’m just the breadwinner in this household. Without me, we’d all be 

starving. But it’s fine. I need to feed four people now. Wow. Four people. I forgot all 

about the baby. How could I forget about it? Maybe that’s what she talked to Josh 

about. Yes, that would explain it.  

“Have you dealt the cards already?” 

“Yes. I have. Were you talking to Josh about the... you know.” 

“The pregnancy?” 

“Yes.” 

“No.” 

Oh. So I’m confused again.  

“Come on. Let’s go and play. I’m getting tired.” 

I love it when she smiles at me.  

“I dealt, so you can go first. I’ll be there in a second.” 

She doesn’t look that angry anymore. Perhaps she’s forgiven me. Forgiven me?! For 

what? I did nothing. Nothing?! You call your erratic behaviour over the last few days 

nothing? You are behaving like a maniac. I am surprised she hasn’t left you. You 

deserve her to run away. OK. Silence now. Let’s play. Look at her. She’s so beautiful. 

And she’s not going to leave you. Things feel... they feel... I don’t know. What’s the 

word? Harmonious? Is that what it is? Yes. It feels harmonious. At least with her. Not 

yet with Josh, but I guess one step at a time. I need to stop concentrating on how 

miserable I am and start enjoying what I have. So that’s it. Now I will play the game 

and stop feeling sorry for myself. 

I like this feeling. It does feel a bit too good to be true, though. Way too good. Almost 

like something out of a film?. What if this is just a dream? What if I am really this 

rock star and I am just dreaming this?  

“That’s the wrong suit. You need to play a heart.” 

Oh, shit.  
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“Sorry.” 

“Why are you still so thoughtful?” 

Why are you still making fun of me like a hyena? I don’t have an answer for you. I 

wish I could explain myself, but I can’t. 

“I don’t know. I think I’m tired. Shall we go to sleep?” 

“Yeah, maybe that’s a good idea. We can finish the game tomorrow.” 

“I need to take a shower first.” 

“Do you want me to join you?” 

Join me? I don’t know what to say. She wants physical contact with me. She wants to 

be close to me. Am I even horny? Of course I am. I want to sleep with her. Should I 

play hard to get? No. Don’t be silly. 

“Fine.” 

I don’t know if I want to have sex with her, though. I can’t say I feel overly close to 

her at the moment. All I feel is that something is wrong with us. I don’t trust that she 

loves me. I don’t trust that she wants to be with me. I am not sure having sex with her 

is the best way forward. Perhaps I shouldn’t.  

“You can start. I’ll be there in a minute. I need to pee first.” 

We’ll just have a shower. No sex. I won’t even touch her. We’re saving water. How 

can I have a shower with her an not touch her? I need to keep my back to her at all 

times. Use soaping as an excuse or something. 

“Ahhh. It’s too hot. Can you cool it down a little bit, please?” 

She is so beautiful. I can’t believe how beautiful her body looks. All of her. Her body. 

Her face... and there’s a baby in there as well. Well, a foetus. Hardly a baby. Wow. 

This is such a perfect moment. Again, it’s unbelievable. It can’t be true. Nobody is 

that perfect. Come on. Find some flaws in her body. OK. She’s got this mole on her 

back. That is really ugly and there’s a hair coming out of it. Actually, there are a few 

of these moles. They are definitely far from being perfect. Her nipples are not nice. 

All these dots that come out of them. And her hairy butt. I don’t mind it, but surely 

it’s not perfect, right? Oh, and that crooked little toe she has. That’s very off-putting. 

And she has bad breath. OK, she’s not perfect. 

“Pass me the soap, please.” 

I want to keep on looking at her.  

“I’ll soap you.” 
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Wow. She is really beautiful. And even her back feels so nice to touch.  

“I can do the front.” 

“It’s alright. I’ll do it.” 

“Oh... no, it’s alright. I’ll do the front, you’ll do the back. This way we can finish it 

quicker.” 

Yes. You’re right. I guess if I start soaping her front, things will get sexual. So it’s the 

right thing to do.  

“I’m done. I’m going to get out. I don’t feel too good.” 

“You don’t feel good? What’s wrong?” 

“I don’t know. I have cramps.” 

“Cramps? That’s scary. Should I worry?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“Well, don’t panic yet. It might just be the ice cream.” 

“Actually, it probably is. I had some whipped cream on mine, and that’s never good 

for my stomach. I’m sure it will be fine.” 

“Maybe try to sit on the toilet for a bit.” 

“You always know how to say the most romantic things, don’t you?!” 

I hope she’s going to be alright. Oh, come on. Stop being silly. I’m sure she’s fine. 

Actually, shouldn’t this be a good enough reason for me to get paranoid? Come on, 

she is mothering your baby. Foetus! Get it right, you idiot.  

“I’m alright. I think sleeping will do me good. Let’s go to sleep.” 

Alright. I wonder what Arden’s plans are for today. Stop thinking about that selfish 

bastard. Your wife might be having a miscarriage. For heaven’s sake, why did you 

say that? Why say such a thing? Well, I didn’t say it out loud yet, so it’s alright. I’m 

not jinxing anything if it’s not said out loud, am I? OK sleep now. Let’s get this day 

over with, for heaven’s sake... 

 

 

 

I hope she’s alright. I’m sure she would be. She must be. It’s just a cramp. I’m just 

being paranoid. I never used to be paranoid. Look what he’s turning me into. The 

arsehole. And what the fuck is he calling me a ‘selfish bastard’ for? How can he say 

that? I don’t know why I’m even worried about his wife. He doesn’t deserve my 
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sympathy, but I do love her. Love? I love her? No. I can’t love her. I don’t know. This 

is all too weird for me. And besides, if she’s not perfect, then perhaps this is the 

dream. My life is too good to be true. Too good? How can it be too good? I’m 

miserable. I’m constantly unhappy. Yeah, but come on. I have enough money. I do 

alright with my music. And I have fans falling at my feet. Quite literally. So I guess I 

really can’t complain. Can’t and shouldn’t. So I won’t. But hold on. That means that I 

am probably the dream. Oh, come on. That’s just stupid. What a silly notion. Of 

course I’m not a dream. Right. I will dedicate today to seeing a fault in everything that 

I think is beautiful. I will prove to myself that my life is not too good to be true.  

Am I hungry? Should I have breakfast or wait a little bit? Do I want to eat anything 

with my coffee? Perhaps not. Or perhaps I’ll make a sandwich. That should be nice. 

Yes. A sandwich. And then I should listen to ‘King Arden I’. I haven’t heard it in ages. 

I need to prepare for tomorrow, and I need to find faults in myself – so this would be 

the perfect way of combining both! 

Right, ‘Yellow Metals’. Yes. I can sing this one. People like it. Not that I know why. 

It’s got the stupidest of tunes and some embarrassingly bad lyrics. Then again, most 

of my songs have embarrassingly bad lyrics. People can be so stupid. I guess the 

dumber I am, the more money I make. How depressing is that? 

‘Heart of Stone’... now there’s a song I haven’t heard in ages. God, my voice sounds 

dreadful. I shouldn’t have let Matt produce this one. Oh, wow. I can’t hear it anymore. 

‘I Told You to Go.’ Fuck me! I am horrible. I wouldn’t buy this album. What on earth 

was I thinking? Next. ‘A Hundred Mouths to Feed’. Oh no. That’s the one with the 

lyrics: ‘People are dying everywhere, and I want to eat a hamburger’. I feel nauseated. 

I can’t believe I ever believed in any of these songs. Ah, here we go. ‘Cross Bowing 

Heart’. Another one for the crowds... ‘For You’. Ah, Gina. I wonder if I’ll ever tell 

you that I wrote it about you. ‘Your eyes melt my nails’. What on earth did I mean by 

that? Should I sing it? Well, I will only sing it if Gina is there. Ah, ‘Don’t Ash on my 

Dreams’. I love this song. I haven’t thought about it in ages. I have to sing it. 

“Don’t ash... don’t ash on my dreams, and I will keep my lungs clean. My dreamy 

lungs as squeaky-clean. Don’t. Don’t ash on my dreams.”  

Brilliant!  

‘Cataclysmic Love’... obviously. I have to sing this one. 

“I told you Who I Am.”  
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God no. Turn it off. Quickly. Ah, ‘Lullaby’. So sweet and simple. Perfect. Yes, I must 

sing that too. It’s gonna be a good gig tomorrow. 

“Arden, are you there?” 

What the fuck? Who the hell is that? 

“Aaahhh, my favourite charlatan. Well, apart from myself, obviously. Is that you 

getting ready for the gig tomorrow? I must say. I’m impressed. Am very happy about 

that. Well done, you.” 

“What the fuck are you doing here, Jez?” 

“Just came to check up on you... and reminisce. You know the gig is at the Three To 

One Bar? That’s where we first met. Where I first laid my eyes on you and fell in love. 

It was love at first sight, you know. I was deeply smitten for your manliness. I wished I 

were gay. I wished you were gay, just to find a way to express my love to you at that 

moment.” 

“Idiot. I would have slept with you.” 

“Yes, I know that now, but I didn’t know it then, did I?” 

“So how many people are going to be there?” 

“Not many. Only special people. Some fans and some friends of mine from the 

industry. It should be a fun party.” 

“Jeremy...” 

“Arden...” 

“Do you think I’m lucky?” 

“No. I think you’re talented.” 

“No. I mean, am I unlucky?” 

“Hold on, I’m confused now. I don’t think you are... do you want to be?” 

“I think so. Can you tell me in what way I’m unlucky? 

“I... I don’t think I quite understand the question.” 

“It’s pretty clear. In what way am I unlucky?” 

“Sorry, I’m really confused.” 

“In what way am I unlucky?” 

“You broke a mirror once.” 

“No. I mean, what is wrong with my life?” 

“You haven’t made me millions yet. But we’re getting there.” 

“Come on. I’m serious.” 
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“Fine. You’re unlucky because you can’t go to the shops without being recognised 

and the whole world follows your private life as if it were a soap opera.” 

“I don’t need the clichés. I need the truth. Can you please just be honest with me?” 

“Fine! You’re lonely. Happy?” 

“Actually, yes. I am.”  

I’m lonely. That’s right. Why would this be a dream? It’s a horrible feeling. I’m 

lonely. I’ve never been able to have anyone stay with me long enough. I should keep 

on being lonely. I should stay lonely for the rest of my life. This is the only way I can 

be sure I exist. I’m alone therefore I am. This is who I am. Thank fuck! I don’t want 

to be a dream... 

“Listen, I have to go now. I really just wanted to check up on you and see you’re 

alright. I’m so glad I came. I’m feeling much more reassured about your sanity. 

God...” 

“Don’t worry, Jez. I couldn’t be happier being lonely. Thanks for that. I’ll see you 

tomorrow.” 

I’m lonely. How wonderful. I’m lonely. Hold on... that means I’m lonely. That’s not 

good. I’m lonely. Oh God... I’m lonely. I’m all alone. Nobody wants to be with me. 

Nobody can stand me for a prolonged period. I have myself to be with for all eternity. 

That’s a dreadful thought. I have to be with myself forever. What a horrible feeling. I 

feel like crying. Let’s put the TV on. There must be something on the TV that can 

help me cry. No... no... what the hell is that? News? No. Too real. There we go, a 

talent show. Perfect. Talent shows always make me cry. Oh, look at this poor boy. I’m 

sure he can’t sing to save his life. Oh, well... he’s actually not bad. They fooled me. I 

am such a fool. I can’t believe the editors managed to trick me again. I will fight back. 

I will be able to predict their manipulations. 

Phone call! Who is it? Oh, it’s Gina. Hmmm... do I want to answer? I don’t want to 

answer. She annoyed me. Where was she yesterday? I am lonely. But I should stay 

lonely, shouldn’t I?! Remind me why. Oh yeah, otherwise I don’t exist. Fine... I won’t 

ans... well, it’s too late now anyway. I should call my mum. I haven’t spoken to her in 

a long time. There. My mother loves me. I can’t be too lonely, now can I?! 

“Hello?” 

“Hey, Mum. How are you?” 

“Oh, darling. So good to hear from you. I am OK. You know... a little bit ill?.” 
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“Again? What’s wrong?” 

“Oh, nothing much. Just a bit of a cold. Nothing to worry about. Tell me more about 

what is happening with you.” 

“I’m fine. Everything is the same. I just wanted to check up on you and see that 

everything is alright. Do you need anything?” 

“No, no. Everything is fine. Oh, you’ll never guess who had a baby – the Smiths’ boy, 

whatshisname... he had a baby. A little baby boy. What was his name? I can’t 

remember. Well, the boy is so sweet, and now Mrs Smith is a grandmother. Oh, you 

needed to see her face when she told me. She was so happy. Beaming, she was. 

Absolutely ecstatic. Wonderful, isn’t it?” 

“Sure, send them my love.” 

“Oh, I will. And when is your new album coming out? 

“I don’t know yet. I need to work on it still.” 

“Everybody is asking me about it. They all want to know. They want me to get them a 

copy of it before it is released. Could you do that?” 

“Of course...” 

“Oh, thank you. That will make me very happy.” 

“Listen, I want to come and visit you. Perhaps I’ll come over the weekend, what do 

you think?” 

“Oh, you don’t need to trouble yourself.” 

“Come on, it’s no trouble at all.” 

“That’s great. I’ll go shopping now and make sure there’s enough food for you. 

“You really don’t need to go to any trouble.” 

“It’s no trouble at all. I have to go now. Bye my dear.” 

Wow. Well, at least I’ve made her happy. That’s nice. I’m glad I called and I’m glad 

I’m going to visit her. I just hope I’m not going to be too fucked after the gig to see 

her. 

I should start practising ‘My Son out the Window’. Should I rewrite it? The lyrics 

really upset Joshua. Perhaps I should rewrite them for Arden. Obviously, he doesn’t 

know how to get out of his mess... and what’s with not being able to write about 

death? I should write about death now. Come on. Prove it to yourself! 

This is too much work. No. Come on. You can do it. Just write a rhyming couplet 

about death. Anything. Something. 
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‘I walk towards the endless...’ what’s endless? The journey? No. That doesn’t make 

sense. Perhaps... what is endless? Eternity. That’s too much of a... fuck, what’s the 

word? Never mind. Concentrate on the lyrics and stop procrastinating. Like you’re 

doing now. Fine. Endless love. Shut up. ‘I walk towards the endless stop’. That’s 

quite poetic. Pretentious... OK. ‘I walk towards the endless stop, and feel my last 

breath...’ what rhymes with stop? Hop... mop... top... slop... crop... plop... cop... hop... 

come on. Nothing rhymes with stop. Well, nothing good. Ach, this song is depressing 

me. I don’t want to die. Enough. No more death today. 

Should I call Gina? No. I won’t. Maybe I should call Anthony. Yes. Let’s see how 

he’s getting on. Probably still partying with Bimbo and Bitsy. No. Baby... I remember 

now. No idea what the other one was called, though. 

“Hey, Arden. Thanks again for the other day.” 

“Did you get home alright?” 

“Are you kidding me? It was amazing.”  

That didn’t even make sense.  

“You know, after we left yours we came back to mine and partied some more.” 

God, Anthony, what is wrong with you? I guess I’m happy to have made him happy. 

It’s the least I can do. 

“Yeah, these girls were so fucked. It was amazing. So funny.” 

“Well, I’m glad you enjoyed yourself.” 

“And they looked like fucking minors – what more does a man want? Fucking a 

twelve-year-old virgin without her actually being that.” 

Jesus, Anthony. You’re making me sick.  

“Listen, I need to go to sleep now. I just wanted to check that you’re alright.” 

“I’m more than alright. You’re amazing, Arden. Thank you so much.” 

“No problem.” 

I should go to sleep. I have a big day tomorrow. I’m not that tired, though. What do I 

do? I’ll just roll a spliff in the meantime. What’s on TV? What is this? Come on. 

There must be something interesting. Hey, is this classical music?  

“... when Bach composed this piece...”  

Cool. A show about Bach. Yes, I’ll watch that. Not sure why it interests me, but it 

does. So let’s do it. Oh, it’s music. Well, I want to hear it. I want to listen to this piece. 

Who knows, it might even inspire me with my music. Let’s see how good this Bach 
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actually is. Wow... this is... fuck. That’s complex. It’s really good though. Or am I just 

enjoying it because of the spliff? So hard to tell anymore. Come on. Go to bed, keep 

the TV on and listen to it as you fall asleep. This is really beautiful. Really nice... very 

nice... that was cool... 
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Wednesday, March 7th 

 

The gig is tonight! Damn it. I have to get through this day first. God. How can I make 

it go faster? I just need to keep busy. Not spend too much time on thinking and 

exhaust myself physically so that I can go to sleep early. I really wonder what the gig 

is going to be like. I’ve never been to a rock gig before. I feel so cool. A party. How 

wonderful. And not only that, but I’m actually the guest of honour. It is going to be 

such fun. 

“Good morning.” 

“Morning. Sit down, I’ll get you your breakfast.” 

I love waking up to a prepared breakfast... let’s see if Josh is talking to me today or 

not.  

“Josh...” 

No... nothing. He’s become a right moody teenager. So annoying. I bet if he knew I 

was performing a rock gig he would be impressed. He’d think his dad is cool.  

“Josh, have you heard of the Three To Zero Club?” 

Still nothing.  

“Josh, your father is talking to you. What is it, Arden? A sort of social event?” 

“It’s a night club. They have music gigs there.” 

“Oh, what about it?” 

“I might go there tonight.” 

“Tonight? What do you mean?” 

“Nothing... I mean... I... I’m not gonna go there. It’s just... it’s not important. I think I 

dreamt about it.” 

“OK. Josh, get dressed and I’ll take you to school.” 

“I can take him to school.” 

“It’s alright. I’ll do it...” 

Well, go to hell the pair of you. I hate you both so much. No. No hatred today. Today 

I am going to a gig. Today I will be a star in a show. Today is going to be the best day 

of my life. 

As soon as I manage to finish work. What if I call in sick again? They will never let 

me call in sick, plus what will I do at home all day? Sitting here thinking about the gig 

isn’t going to help. Actually, this excitement will probably prevent me from going to 
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sleep. God. This is so stupid. And I can’t believe I am even thinking about this instead 

of thinking about Josh. I mean, my son needs me. Clearly, he’s going through 

something and all I care about is a fucking gig. I don’t like using that word. Why do I 

use it? Why did I use it? Fuck it! I’m going to a gig tonight. I am young and cool and 

trendy and for the first time in my life; I’m going to have fun. Proper fun. Real fun.  

“Good morning.” 

I just need to get rid of the little bit of work. Ignore the day. Stop thinking. Go on 

automatic again. I can do it. I know I can. But isn’t it always the same thing? When 

you really want to finish work quickly you have the longest days ever. 

“Morning, Arden.” 

“Morning.” 

This is shit. This is stupid. Why am I wasting so much of my life doing this crap? I 

spend so much time in front of a stupid desk doing stupid things that nobody really 

cares about and don’t add anything to the world. So why do them? Who needs them? 

Just distribute the money. I could understand if I were doing something important. 

Something special. Like being a nurse or cleaning streets. But this? Nobody needs this. 

I don’t understand. I am driving myself mad. Stop thinking. I need a drink. No alcohol. 

I have a big day. It will help with things. It will help me make a fool of myself at 

work and then pass out. I still need to drive home as well. I’m sure Helena could 

come and pick me up. No, she cannot. Now stop being an idiot. Come on, just get 

through all of these and you’ll be done in no time... 

Right. Come on. One. Tick. Yes. Yes. Yes. No. That’s it. Not too complicated. 

Next. Stop thinking. Just work. Be a machine. Like a machine. I am a machine. Arden 

the machine. Shut up and stop talking to yourself. Shhh... 

Enough! 

I wonder what I should have... no! No thinking! Just work. 

Hard to get rid of images in the mind. Come on. Don’t be stupid. I’m already halfway 

there. 

“Are you coming for lunch?” 

No lunch for me today. No eating. I want to finish early. I want to get home early. I 

want to go home now. The gig. Think about the gig! 

Stop thinking. Think about nothing. Get this done with. Almost there... 

Come on. You can do it. 
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What a bland and mundane, boring day. What a waste of my life. A day I will never 

get back. Just a bit more left and you can get back to your freedom again. 

I want to cry. 

I want to die. 

Nice lyrics. I bet ‘cry’ and ‘die’ have never been rhymed in songs. Come on. Soon. 

Almost there. You’re almost done. Wow. This day wasn’t too bad after all. It’s much 

easier to repress the world than I thought. Or perhaps it’s the gig. Yeah, let’s blame 

the gig. I hope I’ll be able to fall asleep easily tonight. I need to be tired when I get 

home. Perhaps I should start jogging... 

I’ll jog to the car. 

“Goodnight.” 

I’ll run. I’ll run to the car. Shit. I almost fell. Come on. Just shut up. Run. Let’s get 

home. I really want to get home now. I can’t wait. It’s going to be so much fun! 

“Yellow Metals... la la la...”  

Ah. Sex... drugs... rock‘n’roll. Quite literally. I can’t believe it. I bet it’s going to be 

amazing. I am going to have the best time ever. It’s going to be great.  

Oh, excitement is an annoying emotion. Whoever said the journey is more important 

than the destination is an idiot. What’s fun about the butterflies and the hope and the 

wishes and the thoughts? Surely the climax is what it’s all about. Who needs the 

journey?! I wish I were home now, and I wish I were asleep and I wish I were single. 

No. You don’t wish that. Come on, he’s annoying, but you love Joshua to bits and 

Gina... I mean, Helena. Yes, and Jeremy and Betsey and all the crap. Blah blah blah. 

This is all so stupid. Aaaaaaahhh! 

“You fucking idiot! Watch where you’re going!” 

Wow. I don’t think I’ve ever had road rage before. Is that road rage? I feel raged… 

enraged... I’m on the road... this must be road rage. And I cursed. I told someone to 

fuck himself. Wait. Is that what I said? Or did I just call him a fucking idiot? I can’t 

remember. I think I told him to fuck himself. I wish I told him to fuck himself. I wish 

I had told him. Had told? Told? Had been telling? Screw this! I just want to get home. 

Almost there, Ardi. Almost there. You’re almost there. Two more turns and you’ll see 

your house. There’s one... come on! Come on! Come on! Move your bloody car, you 

fat cunt! Shit. I just used the C word. That wasn’t out loud, was it? 

“Cunt!” 
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That was! Wow. It’s liberating. I love saying that word.  

“Cunt! Cunt! Cunt!”  

I wonder what Helena would say if I cunt her. Can I cunt? I can’t cunt, can I? Second 

turn, and here’s the house. I’m there. I’m there. Hurrah! 

Come on... 

“Hey Cu-elena!”  

“What did you say?” 

“Joke. Never mind. I’m really tired. I’m going to sleep soon.” 

“What are you talking about? It’s too early. Listen, I need to talk to you. I’m really 

worried.” 

“Where’s Josh?” 

“He’s upstairs with his friends.” 

“Plural? How many friends?” 

“Three, I think.” 

“Oh.” 

“And he’s not talking to me. Go and try talking to him.” 

“Alright.” 

Why isn’t he talking to her? What did she do to him? Why is everybody so upset all 

the time in this house? 

“Josh? Are you there?” 

He’s locked the door and he’s ignoring me?  

“Josh? Can you open up?” 

Nothing. Why? Why isn’t he saying anything? Is it my fault? Did I do anything? Did I 

say anything? I’m really scared now. What on earth is he doing up there with his two 

friends? Do I really want to know what a thirteen-year-old boy is doing in a locked 

room with friends? Probably not. 

“I don’t know what’s going on in there.”  

Why is she taking her bag?  

“Where are you going? 

“I’m going out with some friends. You’ll be alright alone tonight?” 

Why is she so short with me?  

“Sure. I’ll be fine. I’ll try to get our boy out of the barricade.”  

OK. No sense of humour tonight. More’s the pity.   
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“Well, have fun. I’ll see you tomorrow.” 

“Bye. I’ll see you when I get home.” 

“No. I’m going to sleep early. I’ll see you tomorrow.” 

“What? How early? I’m not going to be long.” 

“I’m exhausted.” 

“Fine. So goodnight.” 

Wow. Not even a kiss. Ah, to hell with her. Gina will be there at the party and I’m 

sure she’ll comfort me. Screw her, and screw Josh. And screw them all! 

No. I can’t do that. I can’t screw anyone. Well, I can screw Helena. Stop being 

disgusting. Right. Come on. Go and talk to Josh. Make peace with him. You have to. 

Come on. He’s your son.  

“Josh! Could you open the door please? I really want to talk to you.” 

The bastards. I can hear them giggling. Those little shits. 

“Josh. Is this about the song? Look, I really want to talk to you.” 

“Josh!” 

“Josh! Come on.” 

Damn it.  

Whatever. Let’s get drunk. At least that will help me fall asleep quicker. A nice glass 

of wine sounds perfect. Oh, I’ve got the French bottle. The expensive one. Let’s open 

that. Will Helena be angry? Nah, she’s pregnant. She can’t drink anyway. I’m sure 

she’d want me to do something to make me happy. I know she would. And this wine 

looks really nice. Not that I know much about wines. Maybe I should wait for her. 

Maybe I should keep it till she returns. Nah, she’s away. Josh is an idiot. I’m annoyed. 

I think a glass of really good wine is just what I need now. And it will help me fall 

asleep earlier. Besides, it’s not like I have any other choice of alcohol here. Well, 

apart from the beers. Beers? No beers. What am I talking about? We never drink beer. 

Now, where is that damn bottle? Where did we put it? Oh, it’s in the kitchen. In the 

little... whatchamacallit? Um... yes... here it is. What was that? Did I hear the front 

door? Surely Helena isn’t back yet. I can’t believe she’s already back. Who is it? 

“Is anybody there?” 

Am I imagining things? For heaven’s sake. I’ve reached that stage in my mental well-

being? Fine. I don’t care. I’m hearing things. Let’s just open this bottle. Ah. It looks 

so beautiful. Really nice. Right, I need to let it breathe or something like that. 
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Ah. I know what I can do. I can prepare some ice cream for Josh and his friends. 

That’s a nice thing to do. I’m sure that’ll cheer him up and maybe even calm him 

down. He’s always loved ice cream. Oh, and I can put some chocolate syrup on it and 

some hundreds and thousands and do we have any marshmallows? Yes. We do. 

Excellent. I’ll make really nice portions of ice cream. Which flavours do we have? 

Chocolate and Vanilla. Great. My favourites. And Josh’s. I don’t even want ice cream, 

do I? No. Probably not. I’m not really in the mood to eat ice cream now. Right. So, 

I’ll prepare it for the kids and... oh... that's so lovely. I’m sure they’ll be ecstatic. Am I 

really? I guess with Josh I can’t be sure of anything. No. He’ll love it. Ice cream has 

always cheered him up. Right. She did say there were three friends with him, right? 

So four plates. Excellent... la la la la ... wonderful. This is great. OK. Where’s the 

tray? Right... I’m quite excited actually. Now I fancy one as well.  

“Josh. I’ve got something for you.”  

Shit. I forgot the door was locked.  

“Josh!” 

Oh, for heaven’s sake. What if something’s wrong? What if they all accidentally 

suffocated or something? Should I break in? 

“Josh, if you don’t open the door now, I’ll break in.” 

I don’t know how to break in. What do I do? Come on, Josh. Please open the door! 

“Josh! I’m counting to three!” 

“One...” 

“Two...” 

“I’ve got ice cream, you know...” 

Pathetic attempt.  

“Right. I’m breaking in.” 

Please open the door! Please. Shit. OK. I guess I’ll have to break in. Should I charge 

the door like they do in the films? Alright... here goes! 

OUCH! Fuck! Fuck!  

You idiot. You have a key somewhere. Where is it? It’s downstairs in the key-basket. 

For heaven’s sake. What is wrong with me? Well, my shoulder hurts for starters. 

That's one thing that’s wrong with me.  

Right. I can’t believe I’m going to just enter the room. He’s a teenage boy. He needs 

his privacy. No, bursting in and breaking my shoulders in the process is really a much 
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better option. Come on... is it this one? Or this one? I don’t know. Come on. I’ll try 

both. OK... well, oh. Now it’s open? He opened it, the little shit. Don’t call your son a 

shit. Alright, let’s see what’s going on. 

All sleeping. Or are they dead? 

“Josh?”  

Nothing. Yes, he’s breathing. The bastards. Who are these boys? I don’t even know 

them. Oh, I know this one... is his name Stuart? I don’t remember. Look, he’s giggling. 

They can’t even pretend to be asleep properly. 

Damn it. This is really upsetting. Why is he ignoring me? I guess I’d better go and eat 

the ice cream... ice cream and wine – do they go together? Perhaps I should pour the 

wine over the ice cream. That’s just disgusting. I’m sure the sweetness of the ice 

cream will go very well with the bitterness of the wine. Will it? Let’s find out.  

Damn it. The ice cream has melted. Well, just cream. Hmmm... it’s nice. Not bad. The 

wine does not go with it though. Alright, I’ll finish the ice cream first and then drink 

the wine. 

Oh, she’s back... 

“Hey...” 

“Hi.” 

Wow. That was a cold hi. Why isn’t she looking at me? 

“I made Josh and his friends some ice cream but they locked the door and pretended 

to be asleep. I don’t know what’s wrong with him.” 

“Whatever. Goodnight.” 

What the fuck?  

“Helena? Why are you ignoring me?” 

What the hell is going on? Nobody is talking to me? What did I do wrong? Great, now 

my entire family hates me. What am I supposed to do? Whatever. At least Arden and 

Gina love me and all those fans at the gig. I’ll just go to sleep and go and enjoy the 

party. To hell with all of this. Down the wine and go to bed. I am sick and tired of 

everyone. Oh, she’s sleeping in the other room. Great. Fantastic. I am losing my entire 

family. At least I have my fans. Yes, my fans. Whatever. Right. Let’s just fall asleep 

and let them entertain me. Ahhh, I’m falling. Wonderful... 
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Wow. It’s very early. What the hell am I doing up so early? I can’t really talk to 

anyone. I have to get ready for the gig. 

Coffee. I should probably get some coffee in me. And maybe eat something. Nothing 

too big, though. Something light. It’s going to be a long day. And the nerves... oh shit. 

I forgot about the nerves. I haven’t gigged in so long. Right. I’ll make myself some 

eggs. Scrambled? Sunny side up? No. Scrambled. Let’s go for it.  

Oh, but what am I going to do with Arden? No. Enough. Have your coffee first. You 

know you can’t think properly without some caffeine in your body. Or should I have 

tea? No... I’ll have coffee. 

Oh, poor Arden. Maybe I should change the lyrics for ‘Son out the Window’. Yes. 

Let’s rename it something else. Like ‘Son, build a window’ or ‘Son, you’re a 

window’, ‘Mum, you’re a widow’... no. ‘Son, Close the Window’. That’s it. That can 

work.  

“Pizzas on the floor 

Still cold by the door  

Just back from the store 

My son, close the window! 

Jigsawing through life, 

With you and with my wife, 

I want to buy a knife,  

My son, close the window. 

Horrors of existence, 

Ghosts stand in the distance, 

Working through persistence 

My son, close the window.” 

There. All sorted. I’m sure he’ll be happy with this now. I’m sure Josh will be happy 

with it, and Arden. And everybody will be happy. I saved the day again. I’m the best 

person in the whole wide world. Without me, the world will be pointless. Well done 

me. Let’s give myself a good look. I’m so hot. Except for my hair. I should probably 

get it cut before the gig. Ah, Jeremy! 

Right... 

“Hey J. I need a haircut.” 
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“Good morning to you too.” 

“Yes. Of course. Good morning. Too excited for small talk. I need a haircut.” 

“Alright. You want me to get a stylist to come to you?” 

“Yes. That would be great, thanks, I’ll see you later.” 

Argh. I’m scared. What if I’m shit tonight? What if they laugh at me or throw things 

at me? What if they all realise what a fraud I am? What if they realise that I’m a 

charlatan? Fuck! And what about poor Arden? Enough. I can’t keep on thinking about 

it. I have to forget about him or I’ll get nothing done and won’t be able to get through 

this day. I know. I’ll write something.  

OK. Pen. Paper. That’s what I need now. Let’s get it all down. Come on. I want to be 

creative. Let’s surprise everyone with another new song. Well, I guess there are 

enough new songs to sing tonight anyway, but whatever. OK. What should I write 

about? Ach... nothing. I don’t want to write. I’m not in the mood. Fine, TV. I’ll watch 

some more TV. Let’s see what’s on... 

Ah, cooking. What is this? Is that fish? Am I hungry? I’m not hungry. I shouldn’t 

really be eating before the gig. It’s not good for me. Besides, I’m too worried to cook. 

Never mind. Let’s just watch and let it wash over me. It might inspire something in 

my body. Yes, poop. I need to poop, for heaven’s sake. I never talk about poop. It’s 

always shit. What’s going on with me?  

Oh, I don’t want to leave the house today. It’s too much in the city. I don’t want to go 

to the city. There aren’t any squirrels there. I wish I were in the cabin. I’m not in the 

mood to do the gig now. Why did I agree to do it? I’m such an idiot. Such a failure of 

an idiot. I hate myself. I don’t want to do the gig. I hate regretting things. I should 

have known in advance that I wouldn’t want to do it. I never want to do it. I’m going 

to fail. It will be my demise. 

Enough with the TV. Maybe I should eat something. Something small. Not too much. 

Just a bit to line my stomach so I don’t get too drunk. No. Maybe later. I’ll see how I 

feel later. Not now. No food now.  

“Hallo?” 

“Hello?” 

“Mister Arden. Ati Lee, stylist.” 

Oh... that’s good... 

“Hey. How are you?” 
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“Good, Mister Arden. Good. Thank you very much.” 

“Did you find the place alright?” 

“Oh, sorry. I no speak good English. Please.” 

“Don’t worry. I think I would much rather not talk to you at all.” 

“Oh, sorry. I no understand. Shadu eyrna?” 

What on earth is she saying? 

“What?” 

“Shady eyrna? Good mistar?” 

Yeah, it’s very good, but you don’t need to call me Mister. 

“Heh.” 

What is she on?  

“OK. Soate bakeby and make up nice?” 

“Sure. Whatever.”  

Smile and nod, Arden. Just smile and nod.  

“You do shode?” 

“A-ha.” 

“Super nice.” 

Now, that I understood. Maybe she was talking about my eyes. Or my music. 

“Ayu laktu de?” 

“Yeah...” 

No idea what she’s talking about. 

“Annopipe ulaku” 

“Yes.” 

“Yuti apliti?” 

“A-ha...” 

“Hi. Hi. Yuso nas, Mister Arden. Wod atin?” 

“It looks very nice. Thank you.” 

“Good. Good. Agona?” 

“Sorry, what?” 

“Agona. Agona.” 

“I don’t understand what you mean?” 

“E finish. Agona.” 

“You finished and you want to go?” 
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“Yes, please. Sorry.” 

“Yes. It’s fine. It looks great.” 

“Baba. Ayopyua gutcho.” 

“Bye.” 

Jesus Christ. Next time I’m having Pedro. I should remember to tell Jez. Though, I 

like what she did with it. It’s quite nice. I look good. I look great.  

“You look great.” 

WHAT THE FUCK?  

“Jesus Christ! What the fuck? Jez, what are you doing here? You scared the shit out 

of me.”  

“Sorry. The door was open. But you do. You look great.” 

Jesus. Shit. Fuck. 

“What the fuck are you doing here?” 

“I’ve come to pick you for the gig.” 

“Is it time already?” 

“Yep. You look really hot.” 

“Yeah. I feel it.” 

“Good. Glad to hear you’re in a good mood.” 

“No. I don’t feel good. I feel like I look good. I actually feel like something is wrong. 

I don’t know why. Maybe I’m a bit ill.” 

“What are you feeling?” 

“I don’t know. I feel like I can’t breathe. And I feel like... I don’t know. I just feel 

crap. Stop asking me stupid fucked up questions.” 

“Just get dressed and let’s hit the road. Have a beer on the way and you’ll be right as 

a poodle on a wet day.” 

What the hell is he talking about? Right, what should I wear? To hell with it. I’ll just 

wear this. It’s fine. It’s cool. I like it. I can’t be bothered. 

“Come on. Let’s go. Tonight is going to rock!” 

God, how on earth am I in touch with this un-cool guy? I guess he’s not a bad 

manager. Never mind. 

“The beers are in the back. Get me one as well, please. And come on. Be cheerful. 

You look too thoughtful and pensive. I don’t like that.” 
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Should I drink? I guess one beer before the gig won’t harm me. I didn’t really eat 

much, though. I’m sure I’ll be alright.  

God. I haven’t even given any thought to the gig. I don’t have an order. I don’t know 

anything. I guess it’s an acoustic gig, nobody’s going to care too much. I’m sure I’ll 

be able to blag it. I hope so, anyway. 

“Do you think I could blag it?” 

“You could blag a dead chipmunk.” 

What does that even mean? Why does he keep talking in those stupid metaphors? 

They don’t mean anything. They don’t even sound nice. What’s wrong with this... 

this... nincompoop? 

 Never mind. At least I’m going to get some attention tonight.  

“Right. We’re here. Get the hell out of here.” 

Wow. I haven’t been here in ages.  

“Hello. Would you like me to take you to the backstage room?” 

“No. It’s fine I remember where it is.” 

“Of course. My name is Phillip. If you need anything, anything at all – just ask me. I 

am here to please you and make sure you’re happy.” 

What the... 

“Are you a prostitute?” 

“I can be, if that’s what you want.” 

Wow. For a good-looking guy, he sure is weird. 

Right. Let’s have a look around here. It’s all the same. All looks exactly the same. 

Even the broken lamp is still in the corner.  

Oh, God. Arden. Who the fuck are you? Who are you? Can you tell me that? I can see 

you’re good-looking, and I can hear you’re talented, but who are you? You a butterfly 

or Socrates? What the hell is going on? I don’t understand. Ach, enough. I know who 

I am. I don’t want to become a teenager again. What a stupid thing to ask. Enough. 

Just let go and... 

“Darling! How lovely to see you!” 

“You too. Thanks for coming.” 

“I wouldn’t miss it for the world. Listen, darling, I won’t disturb your pre-show 

rituals, I just wanted to check that you’re alright, and see how your mood is... and if... 

you know...” 
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She wants drugs, doesn’t she? 

“Arden. Hey. Thanks so much for coming tonight. I’m like so excited about the 

show.” 

Whatever. 

“Thanks for having me again.” 

“Hey, any time. I’ll book you all year if you want.” 

“Alright, darling, I’ll see you later, but maybe throw something my way if you can.” 

Idiots. They’re all idiots. Right. I should get ready. I need... 

“Listen, buddy.” 

“Buddy? Since when do you call me buddy, Jez?” 

“Since when do you call me Jez, buddy?” 

“What?” 

“Listen. I’ve got some news for you.” 

“What?” 

“Maybe you should sit down.” 

“What’s the news, Jez?” 

“Gina’s here.” 

Oh, wow. Shit. Fuck. Oh God. I can’t breathe. I’m going to die. My heart... my heart 

is going to explode. 

“You look excited.” 

Of course I’m excited, you idiot!  

“Tell her to come in.” 

“Well, she hasn’t seen me yet.” 

Oh. I thought... 

“She didn’t want you to tell me she’s here?” 

“I don’t know. I haven’t seen her.” 

Shit. 

“Do you want to ask her if she wants to come?” 

“Sure. I’ll go and ask her and let you know.” 

Oh, wow. What am I going to say to her? Do I look alright? How will I justify not 

answering her calls? What am I going to say to her? Maybe I should say my phone 

died. She won’t believe it. I was sick. I was... I don’t know what I was. What should I 

say to her? It’s not important. I’m sure it’ll be fine. She’s here. Obviously, she wants 
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to see me. What if she came to shout at me? No. She wouldn’t do that, would she? I 

don’t think so. It’s really not her style. But what if... enough! Just leave it. See what 

happens. What’s the point of thinking about this now? Just let it be. 

“Hey. She said she’ll see you after the show. She doesn’t want to bother you.” 

Bother me? How could she both... 

“I just need to sort some things out. The warm-up band is on. I’ll see you in a bit.” 

Why didn’t she come? Maybe she didn’t want to come. I knew it. She’s angry. She 

wants to have an argument and she is professional enough not to do it. I mean... she 

knows she should wait till after the show. I know what I can do. I can dedicate a song 

to her. That usually does the trick. It always works.  

Who the hell is playing? They’re crap. Who found them? God, music is so boring. 

Why is my music any better? It probably isn’t. I’m just a charlatan. OK... I’ll have 

one more beer.  

“Right, Ardi. You’re on.” 

Ardi?!  

“Alright. Let’s do this thing.” 

“How are you feeling?” 

“I’m... I don’t know. I don’t feel great.” 

“Ah, it’s probably nerves. What do they say? When you stop feeling nervous, you 

should stop performing.” 

“Yeah, I guess.” 

“So go out there and do what you do best.” 

“Sex?” 

“Ha! Keep that for the crowd.” 

I’m not a stand-up comedian. Right. Guitar. OK. Crowd looks happy. 

Whoa! 

“Arden! Make me a baby!” 

 “Well, I’ve just been asked to do what I do best, so I assume they meant sex. So that 

can be arranged. So nice to see such an intimate crowd. I hope we’ll have a very 

special night.” 

Where’s Gina? I can’t see her. Oh... here she is. She’s smiling at me. Good. That’s a 

good sign. What should I start with? Let’s start with ‘Yellow Metals’. That always 

gets them going. 
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“I’m going to start off with a little song called ‘Yellow Metals’.” 

“Woooooh! I love you Arden.” 

“Yellow Metals on the floor, 

I ask my baby to close the door. 

I share my thoughts with the strangest mansions 

I love a world full of functions. 

I take my heart into the flow. 

And gradually make it glow. 

The metal goes all pink and green 

I want my yellow that I’ve seen... 

Yellow metals back in fashion, 

Constantly allow detraction. 

I bring myself to kingdom halt 

And fire ribbons to the vault. 

The metal goes all pink and green 

I want my yellow that I’ve seen...” 

So far so good. Gina’s still smiling. Right. Let’s do Gina’s song. 

“This song is dedicated to a very special lady, who inspired it. And she’s even here 

tonight, luckily. Hopefully she’ll forgive me.” 

Yes! She’s happy! 

“I drank my gin in a dingy stingy place, 

The people around me seemed boring. 

I pondered my life and how futile it was 

And then you came in and ignited my soul. 

For you, 

Thank you for it all. 

I write these words for you 

‘Cause I’m useless otherwise. 

For you, 

You’ve made it all so great. 

I sing this song for you 

’Cause I’m useless otherwise. 

I see them all just staring at us both 
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It’s not out of anger or hatred 

Never leave me and screw them all 

Your love melts my nails 

For you, 

Thank you for it all. 

I write these words for you 

’Cause I’m useless otherwise. 

For you, 

You’ve made it all so great. 

I sing this song for you 

’Cause I’m useless otherwise” 

Good. She loved it. I knew it would work. She can be so predictable at times. I really 

must stop manipulating her. 

“Right. My next song is actually going to be my first surprise to you all. It’s a new 

song I wrote a few days ago for my new album, and this is my first opportunity to try 

it out in front of an audience, so please be kind.” 

“Woooooh” 

“It was originally entitled something, and it was about a very close friend of mine, but 

I realised it wasn’t very good for him, so I re-titled it and changed some of the lyrics. 

And I only changed them a few hours ago, so hopefully I remember them. So this is 

the sneak preview of one of my new songs, ‘Son, close the window’. 

 Pizzas on the floor 

Still cold by the door  

Just back from the store 

My so...” 

Whoa! What was that? Everything is spinning. I’m feeling sick. Calm down. The 

guitar fell down. Shit. Everybody’s looking. I have to explain. 

“Um. I’m really sorry. I just had a bit of a dizzy spell. Quite a weird sensation. I’m 

really sorry. It felt like I was falling. I’m... um... I’m really sorry. I think it’s because I 

haven’t eaten much today.” 

Why are they talking? Are they talking about me? They’re probably all thinking that 

I’m wasted or something. I’m not. I’m not even drunk. I’m... why are they looking at 
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me? Why are they laughing? They’re all laughing at me. I need to go. The gig is over. 

I can’t... 

“I’m really sorry. I have to go.” 

What the hell was that? What’s going on? I’m... I don’t feel well. What is this? 

“Arden, are you alright?” 

“Gina. I’m... I don’t know. I think... I think I want to go home and go to sleep. I need 

to see... I need to sleep.” 

“Arden, what’s wrong?” 

“He says he needs to sleep.” 

“Don’t worry about it. I’ll take you home.” 

“I’ll come as well, if that’s alright.” 

“It’s up to Arden.” 

What? She wants to come? Yes. Of course. But... I need to sleep. 

“Yes, it’s fine, but I really want to sleep.” 

“Don’t worry about it. I don’t want you to be alone tonight. I’ll come with you. 

You’re really worrying me.” 

“Do you want to go to hospital?” 

“No. Just sleep. I just want to sleep. I want to go to sleep now.” 

“OK. Come on. Let’s go. You can sleep in the car.” 

Right. I don’t know what’s going on, but I need to... I need to sleep. I need to see 

Arden. I need to rest. I don’t know what’s going on. I’m scared. I’m really scared. 

Something hurts. Really hurts.  

“Gina. I’m really sorry. About everything.” 

“Don’t worry about it. Just calm down. You’re OK!” 

“I don’t know. I want to go home and sleep.” 

“I know. Just go to sleep. Come on. Close your eyes. We’ll get you into the house 

when we get back.” 

OK. I can sleep. It’s a long car journey. I can sleep. I can... I... 
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Thursday, March 8th 

 

I can’t... I can’t... what’s going on? What... where? This doesn’t feel right. I can’t see 

anything. It’s really dark. No, my eyes aren’t opening. I’m not at home. Where am I? 

Why can’t I open my eyes? I can’t move. Why can’t I move? Hel...? What’s going 

on? Can anybody hear me? I’m not saying any of this out loud. Why can’t I speak? I 

don’t understand what’s going on. I fell asleep. I feel asleep last night. Or tonight. In 

the car. I fell asleep in the car. I’m not in the car now. Did I have an accident? Who 

am I? Did we have a car accident? Is that what happened?  

“Doctor Miller, can you please come to reception?” 

Doctor? Am I in hospital? What happened to me? What’s going on? Come on. Come 

on Arden, move. Why can’t I move? Why can’t anybody hear me? Why? This is not... 

I don’t understand. Am I blind? Is that what’s wrong? Oh, my God. I’m on a 

ventilation machine. This feels horrible. I can’t breathe by myself? Did I have a heart 

attack? Is it the alcohol? What is it? Which one am I? Was I in a car crash? 

There are so many voices and noises. It’s too much. I want it all to stop. I want some 

quiet. I can’t think like this. Stop! Make it all go away. Please. I just want to move. I 

want to get out of here. I want to get out. I feel trapped.  

It’s a dream! It’s a dream! That’s what it is. But it can’t be a dream. Wait. Which 

Arden am I? Did I just wake up from my collapse at the gig? Or from bed at home? 

Who am I? What is it? 

I felt something. I can feel something. I haven’t lost my feelings. I can feel something. 

Somebody’s touching my arm. Somebody is sitting next to me. Who is it? Talk to me. 

Say something. Please. I need to know who you are. I need to know who I am. But I 

can feel your hand. It’s warm. It’s gentle. It’s a woman’s hand. I can feel it. You’re 

touching me so lovingly. So gently. Like a lover. Gina? Helena? Who is it?  

Where am I? Which hospital? Something hurts. Something really hurts, but I can’t 

even tell where it’s coming from. It just feels like it’s all over me. Something is 

clearly wrong, though. This is a hospital. What’s happened to me? What’s wrong with 

me? And why is nobody checking up on me? 

I don’t feel so good. I’m wheezy and tired. I need... I don’t know what I need. I can’t 

understand any of these sensations. 

“Oh, Arden. I love you so much. Please be alright.” 
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Helena! It’s Helena. It’s you. Oh, my sweet Helena. I’m so happy it’s you. I’m scared. 

I’m really scared. Please tell me what’s going on. Please tell me what is wrong with 

me.  

Oh, it’s the phone... 

“Hello?” 

Who is it? 

“Hold on, let me just go outside. I don’t want to disturb him. No change. He’s still in 

a coma. No... I think he’s going to...” 

What? What is she saying? Why is she leaving the room? Don’t go. I don’t want to be 

alone. Please. I can’t tell her. How can I tell her? What am I going to do? 

I feel so stuck. I can’t move. I can’t do anything. I can’t even breathe for myself. I 

need to move. I need to get out of here. I need it! I’m all alone here. It’s really scary.  

“So what’s the situation here?” 

“There hasn’t been any change.” 

“Are you his wife?” 

“Of course I’m his wife. Why else would I be sitting by his side all this time?” 

“I’m very sorry for your situation.” 

“But what’s happening with him?” 

“Well, as you know, he’s suffering from severe head injury and he’s in a coma at the 

moment, but the good news is that it does look like we will take him out of the coma in 

a few days if his situation doesn’t worsen.” 

Oh, that’s great. They’ll take me out. I’ll be alright soon. 

“Now, are you sure nobody saw exactly what happened?”  

“No. My son was asleep, and I was out of the house. When I came home he was 

already outside.” 

“Right. Well, we’ll keep on investigating.” 

“And do you think it was...?” 

“I really can’t tell. I mean, he fell head first, which is very odd.” 

“Yes.” 

“So it’s really hard to imagine this was suicide.” 

 “Really?” 

“Yeah. It’s a very difficult thing to do, actually.” 

“Alright. That’s good then, isn’t it?” 
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“Well, depends on how you want to look at it. All we can assume is that your husband 

sleepwalked and did it. I mean, that’s quite unlikely too, but it seems like it’s the only 

option.” 

“Alright.” 

“But we’re monitoring him and we’ll take very good care of him. I promise you that.” 

“Thank you.” 

How could that happen? Sleepwalk? I never sleepwalk. Since when do I sleepwalk? 

And kill myself? Why would I do that?  

“Oh, Arden. What did you do?” 

Right. I’ll be out of this coma in a few days. That’s good. A few days. I can wait that. 

It’s just a matter of waiting for a few days. I can do that. But what if it’s going to be 

more? No. Don’t think about that. No point. Just wait and be patient. 

I’ll go to sleep. At least in my dreams I can walk. I want to wake up as Arden. I want 

to be the rock star again. Walk. And run. And move. And do anything. And isn’t Gina 

with me? Gina’s with me. Good. I need some love. I need affection. 

I need to get him to wake up! 

WAKE UP! WAKE UP! WAKE UP! WAKE UP! 

 

 

 

“AAAAHHH! Let me out.” 

I can’t breathe. I need to move. I need to get out. Now. Let me go! Please! 

“Arden, are you alright?” 

What? What’s going on? 

“Let me out. Please let me get out.” 

I’m scared. I’m really scared. I don’t want to be in that body. 

“Help me.” 

“Here. Come here. What’s wrong with you? Here’s a tissue. Dry your eyes.” 

“I’m really scared.” 

“What can I do to help you?” 

“I don’t know. I really don’t know. But I need some help.” 

“Maybe you should have something to eat. Have some breakfast. Look, I’ll go and get 

you some herbal tea. How about that?” 
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“Yeah. Fine.” 

I can’t take this. I can’t... I don’t want to be stuck there. I’m not him. I’m not that 

Arden. I’m me. I’m... I’m a vegetarian. I’m an artist. I write songs. I write music. This 

is me. I am not paranoid like him. I drink tea. Not coffee. I don’t have a child. I’m not 

married and never have been married. I’ve fucked men, and I’m in love with Helena. I 

mean... I’m in love with Gina. I’m in love with Gina. She’s my special one. Look, 

she’s here. She’s taking care of me. I’m a millionaire. I’m a rock star. I’m the biggest 

success this world has ever known. This is who I am. I’m not anyone else. I’m me. 

Just me. I am not in hospital. I hate children and I don’t want children. I definitely 

don’t work in an office. Never have and never will. 

“Here’s your tea.” 

“I’m not anyone else, am I?!” 

“No. You’re just you.” 

“Tell me why I am me.” 

“Because you are.” 

“No. I mean, tell me what makes me me.” 

“You’re funny, and talented and beautiful and caring and charming...” 

Yes. He isn’t any of these things, is he? I don’t think so. 

“Are you feeling better?” 

“A bit.” 

“Good. Just calm down. Go to sleep.” 

No! Not sleep. Why am I feeling dizzy? 

“I don’t want to sleep.” 

“You should. It’ll do you good. You’ll see. You’ll feel better afterwards.” 

“No! I can’t sleep! I don’t want to sleep! That’s the worst thing.” 

“Don’t be silly. Just a short nap.” 

“You don’t understand. It’s the dreams. It’s my dreams. I can’t go back there. I’m 

stuck there. In a coma.” 

“What are you talking about?” 

“You don’t understand. I can’t go back to sleep. Please don’t tell me to sleep.” 

“Oh no...” 

“What?” 

“I’ve put a sleeping pill in your tea. I’m really sorry.” 
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No... no... please... I don’t want to sleep. I’m scared... I’m really scared. I don’t want 

to go back there. 

“I’m scared.” 

“Look. I’ll be here the whole time. I promise. I’ll protect you until you wake up.” 

“You promise?” 

“Yes.” 

“What if I get stuck there?” 

“I won’t let that happen. I’ll wake you up. I promise. You’ll wake up and everything 

will be alright.” 

“You promise?” 

“Yes.” 

“Good.” 

 

 

No! No! I want to sleep! Why am I awake again? I want to sleep. Fall asleep. Come 

on. I can’t. It’s not going to work. I know it won’t work. I have to wait for the 

medication to wear off. Why did she put that sleeping pill in? Why? I’m scared. I’m 

really scared. Come on, Arden. You need to calm down. You need to calm yourself 

down. Obviously, nobody else is going to do it for you. Nobody even knows you’re 

awake. They think you’re gone. You have nobody else to talk to but yourself, so make 

the most of it. Come on. You can do it. Just like this. Well done. So what can I do? I 

wish I could find a way to express myself somehow. Anyhow.  

“He looks so peaceful.” 

Oh, good, Helena is there too. That’s good. I wonder how long she’ll stay with me. 

When will she give up? Will she ever give up and just pull the plug on me? No. She 

wouldn’t do that. She couldn’t. Would she? 

“No. Peaceful sounds like he’s dead. He just looks calm and relaxed.” 

It’s Thomas. Thomas is there. I can hear him.  

“Mum is on her way too.” 

“Good. I’m sure he’ll be happy to have his mother here.” 

“I just don’t understand how any of it happened.” 

“I don’t know. I really don’t know.” 

“Do you think it was suicide?” 



© Sebastian Rex, 2012   214 

“I really can’t tell. He has been so depressed lately.” 

That’s not true. I wasn’t depressed. Why is she saying that? I wasn’t depressed at all. 

“Right, I’d better go and pick Josh up from school.” 

“Thanks for having him over.” 

“Of course. Don’t be stupid. Anything you need, just call us. And I’ll be in touch 

every few hours to get a report.” 

“Alright.” 

“And maybe I’ll bring Josh in tomorrow if everything is OK.” 

“Yeah. It might do Arden some good to see Josh. But not yet.” 

“No. Of course not.” 

“I just need to get my head around this. I have to be strong for him and I can’t at the 

moment.” 

“Alright. I’ll be in touch later.” 

“OK. Thank you.” 

I’m bored. I want to do something. I don’t want to think about being stuck. I want to 

do something. I can still think. I need to think. No point in dwelling on the negativity. 

I should focus on the positive things. I should focus on what’s OK. That’s the only 

solution. A few more days and I will be alright again. I just need to get through these 

few days. 

Maybe I should sing a song. One of my... Arden’s songs. That’s what I need to do. 

Which one? Maybe I should sing Gina’s song and dedicate it to Helena. I’m sure it 

could work. 

I drunk my gin in a dingy stingy place, 

The people around me seemed boring. 

I pondered my life and how futile it was 

And then you came in and ignited my soul. 

Dear Helena, 

Thank you for it all. 

I write these words for you 

’Cause I’m useless otherwise. 

Dear Helena, 

You’ve made it all so great. 

I sing this song for you 
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’Cause I’m useless otherwise. 

I see them all just staring at us both 

It’s not out of anger or hatred 

Never leave me and screw them all 

Your love melts my nails 

Dear Helena, 

Thank you for it all. 

I write these words for you 

’Cause I’m useless otherwise. 

Dear Helena, 

You’ve made it all so great. 

I sing this song for you 

’Cause I’m useless otherwise. 

Nice. I love you so much, Helena. Thank you for being here with me. It’s so good to 

know that you’re here and that you stopped your life just to be here with me. I want to 

sleep now, but if he’s taken chemicals, it might still take a while. What else can I do 

to pass the time? 

“Oh, Arden. I’m so sorry for everything. All our arguments seem so petty now. Why 

did you do it? What did you do? Were you really that unhappy that you wanted to 

die?” 

No! I really wasn’t! 

“Is it my fault for not noticing? Not doing something sooner?” 

No! I swear to you. You’ve done nothing wrong. You are the most wonderful woman 

in the world. You couldn’t make me happier even if you tried to. 

“I’m so sorry.” 

Don’t be. Please. I beg of you. You’re wonderful. 

“I love you.” 

I love you too. So much. Where is she going? Why is she going? Maybe just to the 

toilet. Come back soon. What if she never comes back? Enough. Stop thinking about 

that. She’ll be back. 

Right. Maybe I should just do a quick overview of my life. I need to pass the time. 

I’m thirty-one. I have a child and a half. My happiest memory – my wedding day. Is 

that a cliché? Probably. Nothing wrong with a cliché.  
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Oh, she’s back. Wonderful. I knew it was only the toilet. 

More memories. I remember beating Thomas up with a chair when I was thirteen. 

Thirteen. What a horrible age. Kids can be so cruel at that age. Josh is thirteen. He’s 

not cruel. Just depressed. I guess that’s normal. I am normal. We’re all normal. That’s 

nice to know.  

Hey, I’m starting to feel tired again. That’s a good sign. Surely. OK. Let’s just ride 

the tired wave and let it help me drift to sleep... slowly. Come on... sleep. When I’m 

asleep, I’ll be able to move again. That will be great. Arden can move for me... ahhh, I 

can feel it happening... I can feel myself falling asleep... that’s great. Finally. Just 

imagine I’m falling. Through the black hole... 

 

 

Ahhh! I feel... I mean... I feel better... where’s Gina? 

“Gina?” 

“I’m here. How are you feeling?” 

How am I feeling? Better... 

“Better.” 

He’s doing better with the coma. He’s accepting it. It’s fine. It will pass. We just need 

to ride the wave and then it’ll be fine.  

“See? I told you a sleep would do you good. You didn’t have the same nightmare?” 

“No, I did. But it’s alright.” 

“Good. Glad to hear it.” 

It’s fine. I just need to be active enough for both of us. Then he can at least feel like 

he’s doing something. That would make him happy. 

“Why are you smiling? You’re scaring me now.” 

“Don’t worry. I’m fine. I really needed the sleep, and I’m feeling much better. It’s all 

sorted. Let’s go out. I want to do something.” 

“What do you want to do?” 

“I don’t know. Anything. Everything.” 

“You want to go to the cabin?” 

Cabin... I can have nature there. No. I should do things for him. 

“I want to go to your house.” 

“My house? You hate coming to my house.” 
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True. Her parents will probably be there. Not to mention Mikey. 

“No. Yes. I want to go to your house.” 

“Really?” 

“Yes.” 

“OK.” 

“Let’s go. Come on.” 

She looks really worried and sceptical. Maybe I should say something? Calm her 

down. She probably thinks I’m having a mental breakdown. 

“I’m not going through a mental breakdown. I just have to do this... for a friend. It’s 

really important.” 

She still looks sceptical. 

“Really. I’m fine. I promise. I just want to have a lot of fun today.” 

“Are you dying?” 

“What?”  

Where did that come from?  

“Of course I’m not dying. I just need... come on. Let’s go.” 

Right... Arden, I’m going to start your special day with driving. I know you like 

driving. So, we’re going to drive. And it will be fun and exciting. I bet you’ve never 

driven a car like this. I know you haven’t. Feel the hair in your air? I mean air in hair. 

“So how come you want to come to mine?” 

“Would be nice to spend some time with your family.” 

“What’s with you today?” 

“I don’t know. I just want to do something. Go out and enjoy myself.” 

This is what I need to do. Be happy. Party. Live. Move. Do all the things that you 

can’t do. And most importantly – stay up for as long as I can. Be awake. I hope her 

brother is going to be there today. We can play basketball together. 

“Is Mikey going to be there?” 

“I think so. He usually comes over on Fridays. Why?” 

“I like him.” 

“No, you don’t.” 

“I do. Of course I do.” 

“No, you don’t. You only like the fact that he adores you.” 

“Well, can you blame him?” 
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“No. Not really.” 

“Anyway, I was thinking of playing basketball with him.” 

“Well, I’m sure he’d be very happy to play with you.” 

I hope Arden knows that I’m doing all these things to make him happy. I don’t want 

him to think I’m doing it because I’m not worried or don’t care. Of course he knows. 

He knows everything I know. He understands me properly. 

“Mum?” 

“Oh, hello. Arden, I didn’t expect to see you. How are you feeling?” 

“I’m very well, Susan. Thank you.” 

“Hmmm... what are you doing here?” 

“We thought we’d stay here tonight.” 

“Stay here tonight? 

“Yes. Is that a problem?” 

Oh, so much tension I’m sure there’s a problem. Come on, Susan, be honest. Tell me 

to fuck off. 

“Of course not.” 

“Is Mikey here today?” 

“No. He’s coming tomorrow.” 

Damn it. I guess the basketball game will have to wait a day, big boy! Did I just call 

him big boy? 

“Alright. I guess I’ll make dinner for one more.” 

Bar-be-Cue! 

“Do you want to have a BBQ tonight?” 

“Why?” 

“Don’t you like BBQs?” 

“Yes, but you don’t. You can barely eat anything from it.” 

“No. It will be fun. I can help out.” 

“Are you sure?” 

“Yes. Of course. It could be fun.” 

“Alright. I’ll get you some vegetables to grill.” 

“Don’t worry about it. I’ll just have what you’re making.” 

“I mostly have meat.” 

“I know.” 
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“And you’re a vegetarian.” 

“It’s fine. I don’t care.” 

Anything to make him happy. What else would make him happy?  

“Alright. I’ll tell your dad to get the fire started and I’ll start cooking.” 

“Can I help?” 

“Help? Really?”  

“Of course.” 

“Why?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Mum, don’t be horrible. He’s just asking to help.” 

“Maybe just get some beers from downstairs and put them in the fridge.” 

“How many?” 

“As many as you want. They’re only for you, so I assume a couple of dozen?” 

“Oh, no. I would like some wine. Not too much, though.” 

 “Alright. As you wish.” 

“Arden, do you want to go upstairs?” 

Right. So we can do that. And we’ll have wine and a nice evening. All for you. Hope 

you’re enjoying it all. I wonder what they’re talking about? I bet it’s about me... I bet 

Susan’s telling her she’s an idiot for seeing me. I don’t care. I just want to be with 

Gina and I just want to make Arden happy and that’s it. Everything else is fine. 

Everything else is great. 

“Do you want to have a nap before dinner? It’s gonna be an hour or so.” 

“No! No naps! What are your parents doing?” 

“I don’t know. My mum’s preparing the dinner and my dad is lighting the grill.” 

“Why don’t we go and help her?” 

“I don’t think she wants any help, and your new behaviour is very suspect.” 

“You don’t like it?” 

“No, I do. It’s just... suspect.” 

“Come on. Let’s go. I want to chop some vegetables.” 

“Alright. We can try.” 

Why is everybody so suspicious of me? I don’t feel any different. Am I? I don’t know. 

They probably think I’m high or something... but Gina saw I haven’t taken anything 

today.  
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“Hi, Jim.” 

“Arden. What a... um... surprise.” 

“Good to see you. Good luck with the grill.” 

“Mum, Arden really wants to make a salad.” 

“OK. You know where everything is.” 

“Excellent.” 

So let’s get some tomatoes, lettuce, cucumber, carrot, olives, cheese... what else do 

they have there... that should be enough... ah, peppers. Excellent.  

“Shall I open a bottle of wine?” 

“Why not?” 

Nobody’s laughing. They never get the joke. 

“Why not! Wine not! Get it?” 

Good. A chuckle from Susan. That’s a good start. 

“Mum, what do you want? Red or white?” 

“Get the red. We’re having a barbie.” 

Perfect. You like red too, don’t you? 

“How does the salad look?” 

“Darling, it’s not about how it looks. It’s about how it tastes. You still haven’t learnt 

that looks aren’t everything.” 

“Susan, you are absolutely right. Luckily for Jim, both you and Gina look as 

wonderful as your personalities are.” 

“For a second there, I thought you were going to say that we look as good as we 

taste.” 

“Now, I wouldn’t want to offend your gentle ears.” 

“Ha! Gentle my arse!” 

“That’s gentle too, I’m sure.” 

“Alright. We only really have sausages and a couple of burgers. I hope that’s going 

to be alright.” 

 “I look forward to it.” 

“Should be ready in about ten minutes.” 

“When did you start eating meat?” 

“In about ten minutes.” 

“What’s with you today?” 



© Sebastian Rex, 2012   221 

“Why not try something new? I told you. It’s for a dear friend.” 

“You’re eating meat for a friend?” 

“Yes.” 

“And you’re being sociable for him too?” 

“Let’s just have a really nice evening. All of us.” 

“Sounds good to me.” 

“Me too.” 

“Shall we drink to that?” 

“Cheers!” 

Good. It looks like everybody’s happy. 

Right. Meat. Let’s see how that feels. It’s... um... it’s really nice. Really good. 

“What do you think of the meat?” 

“It’s amazing. Absolutely amazing. Cooked to perfection.” 

“Do you even remember what meat needs to taste like?” 

“Oh yeah. I never forgot. And this tastes astonishing.” 

I am such a charmer when I want to be.  

“Some more wine, everyone?” 

“I think that’s enough for me. Thank you.” 

“You don’t like it?” 

“On the contrary. It’s excellent. I don’t want to overdo it. I want to enjoy and savour 

what I’ve been drinking.” 

This is a really nice meal. So fun and comfortable. I should probably help out some 

more. 

“Susan, can I give you a hand with the dishes?” 

“No. Don’t worry about it. I won’t have anything to do otherwise. Why don’t you two 

go upstairs?” 

“Mum, it sounds like you’re pimping me out.” 

“That ship has long sailed, my dear.”  

“Ha ha!” 

“Come on. Let’s go upstairs.” 

She’s got such gentle hands. She feels wonderful to touch.  

“You know. I’ve had a really nice day.” 

“Me too.” 



© Sebastian Rex, 2012   222 

“I never knew you could be like this. So nice and friendly. I think even my parents 

enjoyed you.” 

“Well, as long as you enjoyed me, I’m happy.” 

“I enjoyed you very much.” 

I love her smile. 

“I love your smile.” 

“Stop it. You’re embarrassing me.” 

Oh, I didn’t expect her to pounce on me like that. I’ve missed her lips. They feel so 

nice. They feel so distant. I haven’t kissed her in so long.  

Oh, this feels really nice. I don’t want to come. I don’t want this to end. I want to 

pleasure her for as long as she wants. This is amazing. I’ve not had such good sex 

for... forever, really. How long has it been now? It feels like we just started, but I’m 

sure it’s been longer. I love how we fit. It’s like our bodies were created together. 

When I’m in her and hug her, it’s just perfect. Our bodies fit like a jigsaw. 

“Are you OK?” 

“Yes, of course. I’m more than OK. Why?” 

“You haven’t come yet. You usually finish much quicker than this.” 

“No. I don’t want to come. I just want to feel the pleasure and give you pleasure.” 

“This feels really weird. You’ve never been so attentive to my needs. It’s strange.” 

“Don’t fight it. Just enjoy it.” 

That’s better. I think she’s relaxing now. I think she can come like this.  

“Are you enjoying it?” 

“HA! Yes!” 

I think she’s going to come soon... 

“Oh God! Oh God! Oh, my fucking God! Oh... I love you so much.” 

She loves me. I feel like crying. I’m so happy. 

“Oh wow. That was amazing.” 

What is she doing? No. I don’t want that. 

“Don’t. Why are you doing that?” 

“I want to pleasure you.” 

“Please don’t. I don’t want to come. I just wanted to feel your body and feel pleasure 

with you. Trust me. I’m happy. Really happy.” 

“Really?” 
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“Wow. More than I’ve ever been. And it’s all thanks to you.” 

“I love you.” 

“I love you too.” 

Now, this I’ve missed. I’ve missed cuddling someone to sleep. I’ve missed sleeping 

with someone I love. This feels so right and so good. I hope Arden’s enjoyed this day. 

I don’t think I can stay awake for much longer. I’m exhausted now... 
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Friday, March 9th 

 

Huh. What a lovely day. Hospital again. Only a few hours in hospital and then I can 

go back there. I feel so complete. I’ve done so much. I can’t imagine what my life 

would be like if I didn’t have these strong memories and experiences at night. 

Another long day coming up! I’m so alone. Me and all those horrible hospital noises. 

I have no idea what time it really is. My body feels strange. Still a lot of pain, but not 

as noticeable as yesterday. I don’t know what I’m on. Maybe just on good memories. 

Well, not for much longer. Soon I’ll be fine again. I just need to be optimistic and 

think positive thoughts and go through good positive memories. This will help me get 

better. So, I’ll get better in no time. Today, even. So soon. And then I wouldn’t need 

to ruin Arden’s morals by making him eat meat. I could do whatever I want and live 

my own life and so could he. And everything will be fine again. 

Soon. All will happen soon. Soon I can be with my family.  

“Excuse me, can I have another sheet please?” 

Oh, Helena is still here. That’s nice. She really does love me. We’re both so lucky 

with our loving women. 

“Arden, Josh is going to come visit you today. Does that make you happy? Of course 

it doesn’t. You won’t even know he’s here, will you.” 

No. I will know. And it does make me happy. Please don’t cry. Everything is going to 

be alright. Soon. I know it. Really soon. And him coming is wonderful. Just the three 

of us. Well, three and a half. My idyllic little family really is coming through in times 

of crisis. You’re all staying so strong for me and together we can get through it. I 

know we can. 

If only I could remember what actually happened that night. I’m sure I didn’t jump. I 

guess I must have sleepwalked. What a strange thing to do. Sleepwalk out through a 

window? That’s so... ach. Enough. There’s no point thinking about it. It’s completely 

futile. I need to be positive. I need to heal. I have to get out of here soon. I want to 

hug Helena and kiss Josh. I just want to live again. My own life. My own life... my 

own life? What if I never had a life? I mean, this could all just be memories... of 

dreams... just like I’m not a rock star. Maybe I’ve always been in a coma. I can’t even 

tell if I’m human or not. I can’t open my eyes. I can’t see anything. Maybe I’ve 

always been in a coma and I’ve made this entire life up. How can I know? Oh, my 
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God... I feel so... I feel so overwhelmed. I just want to cry. I want to scream. I want to 

let it all out, but I can’t. I can’t move. I can’t do anything. I need to get out of here.  

But my mind. That’s all I have now. All I have is my mind. Not my looks. Not my 

beliefs or what I eat or who my family is or isn’t. That’s the only thing I still have. 

That’s how I know I’m still me. But I still have that as the rock star too. I’m still me... 

with the same mind. Am I still myself now that I’m in a coma?  

“Arden. Look who’s here...” 

“Hi, Dad.” 

Oh, Josh. Once again, you’re saving me with your beautiful voice. I’ve missed you so 

much. I’m so glad you’re here. I don’t think you realise how perfect your timing has 

just been. I was getting lost but you’ve saved me. Again. 

“Mum, can I be alone with him for a bit?” 

“Of course.” 

“Thank you. I just want to talk to him privately.” 

“Sure. I’ll wait outside.” 

I can’t tell you how happy you’ve made me. I can’t tell you anything. I just wish I 

could open my eyes and look at you.  

“Oh Dad... poor Dad... look at you. Lying in a hospital bed. Connected to all these 

machines.” 

Is he being sarcastic?  

“You can’t move. You can’t breathe. You can’t talk. You can’t murder anyone.” 

What is he talking about? 

“So this is what you’re reduced to, eh, Dad? A pathetic ventilated vegetable. On the 

brink of dying. Just what you deserve.” 

Why is he saying all this? I don’t understand... 

“You know, kids in my class always talk about how much they hate their dads, and 

how shit they are and all that, and I’ve always defended you. Always said what a 

wonderful dad you are. A great dad. A really kind and loving dad. I loved you so 

much. You were my hero. I adored and admired you. Everything you did.” 

Is he talking in the past tense? Why? I don’t understand. 

“I wanted to be just like you. Have a beautiful wife. Live the happy life. And I really 

thought that you loved me too. But that was all a ploy, wasn’t it? It was all a way to 
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reel me in and make me trust you, eh? And as soon as you get a new baby – you just 

want to get rid of me.” 

What? What is he talking about? I don’t understand. 

“You think I don’t know? One new baby coming in to the house and you don’t need 

the old disgusting one that only causes problems, right? I know everything. I know 

exactly what you thought and what you planned to do, and everything! I’m not stupid. 

I’m not a baby. I’m thirteen and I know! I know. I know everything now. You spineless 

murdering son of a bitch. But I beat you to it! I sure did. And the best thing is, when 

you die in a few days – nobody will be any the wiser.” 

Did... I... he did this? I can’t breathe. My heart... it’s... help... I’m not feeling great. Oh 

God, the machine is beeping now. What’s going on? Am I dying? What’s going on 

here?  

“So go eat your damn pizzas from the floors of hell!” 

What have I done? How could my boy do this to me? I don’t know what to do! Who 

is coming in now? What are they doing to me? What are they doing? Are they 

injecting me with something? I can’t hear them. I can’t understand them. I can’t 

understand what’s going on. Help me. Somebody help me. He tried to kill me. Help. 

What’s going on? Where’s Helena? Did she know? Did anyone know? Josh. I love 

you. What’s going on? I feel dizzy. I feel... I can see white. What did they give me? 

What have they done? 

 

 

What have I done? It’s me. It’s all me. I did this. It’s the stupid song I wrote. How 

could they think that? How could they think he wanted to kill his son? Of course he 

didn’t. It was a love song. It was... how did I manage to do that? It’s all my fault. I’ve 

made this happen. Where’s Gina? She’s still asleep. I don’t want to wake her up. 

What have I done? What did I do? How could this happen? How could I... I don’t 

understand. I’m so confused. How could the song have been so misinterpreted? Who 

would think that he’d want to kill his son? He loved him.  

I better get out of the room. I don’t want to wake Gina up. I feel so... I don’t even 

know what it is that I’m feeling. 

“Good morning, Arden. Did you sleep well?” 
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Oh, God. I can’t be back to my depressed self again. Finally, Susan likes me. I have to 

just repress it all and pretend that everything is OK. 

“Yes, I slept very well. Thank you very much.” 

“I’m just making some breakfast. Do you want some?” 

“Yes, please. Can I give you a hand?” 

“No. It’s fine. Just sit down. I’ve made some pancakes.” 

Wow. I feel like a child again. Oh God... what am I going to do now? What can I do? 

I need to do something. Poor Arden. I can’t believe this is what happened. Oh no, did 

she just say something? 

“Sorry?” 

“I asked if you wanted coffee or tea.” 

I... I don’t know. I honestly don’t know. What do I like? Coffee? Tea? I’m really 

confused now. 

“I want... um... whatever you’re having.” 

Oh, please, Susan. Decide for me who I am. Please. I can’t take this any more. 

“Oh, well I’m having cocoa.” 

Ha! Cruel fate. I guess that was to be expected.  

“Alright. I’ll have that too, please.” 

What if he’s a figment of my imagination? What if I’ve never existed? But which me? 

Which me has never existed? Something has to be done. I just can’t believe Joshua 

would do that. Surely, he’s the imaginary person. If any of us is – it has to be him. 

What kind of person has a child murder him? These things don’t happen in real life, 

do they? 

“Arden, my man.” 

“Hi, Mikey.” 

“Gina said you’re here. She said you wanted to play basketball.” 

“Yeah... maybe a bit later, yeah?” 

“Mikey, he’s just woken up. Leave him alone.” 

“It’s so cool to have you here again, man. I feel like I haven’t seen you in ages. Well, 

I’ve seen you on TV and shit, but you know what I mean. How have you been?” 

I can’t believe we’re the same age. He looks and behaves like a twelve-year-old boy. 

He’s thirty-one for heaven’s sake. See, Arden, you thought I was childish, but he’s 
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much worse than me! he looks even young compared to me. And why is he smiling at 

me? I forgot how much I haven’t missed his clinginess. 

“So I was thinking, maybe we can go out for a drink tonight. Just us boys.” 

Wanna show me off again to all your friends, eh? 

“I’ll see what’s happening with Gina.” 

“What? You’re so pussy-whipped , man. She’s like your slave-driver, eh?” 

Fake a smile. Force a laugh. Make him feel good about himself. What do you care? 

It’s not going to hurt you and it will make him happier. 

“Yeah, you know what your sister’s like.” 

This is so strange. He just finds it so cool to sit with me and I’m sitting here terrified 

about my identity. This doesn’t make sense. Is this normal? Is the world always so 

unbalanced? Or perhaps this is the balance. Some people enjoy little stupid things 

while others are having an identity crisis.  

“So I’m still single. Don’t you have a groupie to throw my way? Someone I could fuck 

from behind, preferably.” 

“Your mum is here...” 

“Oh, don’t worry about that. She doesn’t care, do you Mum? Gotta wee.” 

I need to talk to somebody about this. Who can I talk to? Nobody will understand or 

believe me. And rightfully so. Maybe I’ll talk to Gina. Will she understand? Probably 

not. I need to get out of here. They’re all so happy. I don’t know what to do. I can go 

running. I like running in the suburbs. Nobody will bother me.  

“I’m going to go for a quick jog.” 

“That’s very healthy of you.” 

“Well, I’ve gotta live for a long time, haven’t I?! I’ll be back very soon.” 

Right. Lovely day. Sun is not too warm yet. Birds are still singing. Trees are still 

green. The suburbs are quite beautiful, I must admit. This is quite a special place. And 

all those big houses and picket fences. Just like Arden’s house. It’s all so wonderful 

and beautiful and... meaningful? I guess so. Right. I need to run and concentrate on 

the run. That’s it. Just concentrate on my body. And my breath. And how I’m losing it. 

And I can’t breathe anymore. Fuck, I’m really not in shape. I should start doing things. 

I can. I can do things. He can’t. Why do I even care about him? He’s a stranger. I 

don’t give a shit about him. I ate meat for him, though, surely that says something. I 

don’t know. I don’t know anything. I just don’t understand.  
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What’s this? Is it dead? Yes. What was it? Oh, no. It’s a squirrel. Oh, you poor sweet 

creature. Oh, it’s breathing. It’s not dead. What should I do? 

“I’m sorry little one. I don’t know what to do. I really don’t know what to do. I’m not 

a vet. I want to help you, but I don’t know how to. This is nature, isn’t it? Shouldn’t I 

just leave you here to die? I can’t do anything to save you. Stop looking at me with 

those cute helpless eyes. I really have no idea how I can help.” 

I’ll leave him here. 

“I’m so sorry. I’m really really sorry. I can’t do anything...” 

Oh, just run quickly. Don’t look back. He’ll be dead soon. He’s fine. He didn’t seem 

in pain. Just go. Just run. Run away. Look at the park. Enjoy the greenery. 

Continue running. The park is so peaceful. I feel safe here. Really safe. It’s like 

nothing bad can happen in here, right? I’m in a park and running. Nothing bad will 

ever happen to me again. So why am I so scared? What am I scared of? Maybe I don’t 

want to go to sleep again. I don’t want to suffer again like I do in the dream. Finding 

out your son tried to kill you, it’s like... it’s like the worst thing that can happen to you. 

I wouldn’t want to feel that again. How could I ever begin to cope with something 

like this? It’s impossible. What can I do? His family was everything to him. 

Everything, so to have to deal with something like that?  

I can’t. I don’t want to sleep. I will never sleep again. I’ve tried that before. It never 

works. It’s like an incurable disease. I need Gina. I need to talk to Gina. Sleep was 

supposed to be the safe place. The place where nothing bad happens to you. I used to 

enjoy sleeping. I used to want to sleep all the time. I can’t anymore. I can’t go back to 

that hospital bed. I can’t go back to that horrible life. I can’t cope with this idea. I 

can’t bear to see or hear Helena or Joshua or any of those people. I just want my life. 

Just my life. My good life with my beautiful Gina. That’s what I want. That’s all I 

want.  

I need to talk to Gina. I need... I need help. Maybe I need to take some medication. 

Maybe there’s something wrong with my brain. Maybe all those drugs are finally 

getting their revenge on me. Maybe it’s time I suffer for all the horrible things I’ve 

done to people. Maybe that’s why I will fall asleep every night only to wake up to a 

hospital bed without the ability to move or talk or do anything. Having to breathe 

through a machine. I deserve all of this, don’t I? It’s all my fault and this is my 

punishment. This is my hell. Every night I need to go back to this little hell and see 
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how awful my ways are unless I change them. Is that it? Tell me what to do. 

Somebody help me. Oh, thank God. Gina’s already awake. Her smile is beautiful. 

Much better than Helena’s. 

“Did you sleep well?” 

“Well, you know... the same...” 

Did she understand what I meant? No. I don’t think so. Damn it. 

“I had a really nice time with you last night.” 

“Yeah...” 

I just don’t know how to tell her. 

“Did you? 

“Of course.” 

I wish there was an easy way... 

“What’s wrong?” 

“Nothing.” 

“You seem distant again.” 

Oh... I have to tell her. 

“Let’s go for a walk.” 

“Didn’t you just go for a jog?” 

“Yes. But come with me. I want to talk to you.” 

“Um... alright...” 

Right... here goes! 

“I’ve been telling you about the dreams... and I need you to understand something. 

It’s not in my head. I mean, it is in my head, but I’m not making this up.” 

“I never said you were making it up...” 

“No, please. Just let me talk. Please.” 

“Of course.” 

“Do you know the story about Socrates, that he went to sleep and dreamt he was a 

butterfly and when he woke up he didn’t know if he was a butterfly dreaming he was 

a man or a man dreaming he was a butterfly?” 

“Yes, but it’s not Socrates. It’s Chuang Zu.” 

“Who?” 

“Chinese philosopher. His name was Chuang Zu.” 

“Oh... really?” 



© Sebastian Rex, 2012   231 

“Yes.” 

“Are you sure? I was positive it was Socrates.” 

“Yep. I’m sure.” 

“Anyway, about two weeks ago I went to sleep and woke up instantly, still as me but 

someone else. I mean... it’s hard to explain. I... I was me. I mean, I still had the same 

thoughts and felt like I was the same person. I was even called Arden. Except, I was 

living somewhere else, and I was married with a child, and I was working in an office 

and I was a bit different but kinda not different. I don’t know. Anyway, in that dream, 

I lived through an entire day and then as soon as I went to sleep as that person, I woke 

up as me again. At first, I just thought it was a strange dream. I didn’t put too much 

thought into it, but it kept coming back. So, since then, every time I go to sleep, I 

instantly wake up and live his life. And it was weird and we kept rubbing off each 

other. Our lives like… intertwined… and... I don’t know. If he had sex, I woke up wet, 

which I know just makes it sound like a wet dream, but it wasn’t. It was much more 

than that. I could feel everything that he was going through and I could live his life 

fully. And in the dreams, he would be just as confused as me and also feel like he’s 

living another complete life when he was asleep. And as the days went on, I think we... 

I mean I... I mean we... I don’t even know how to talk about it. But basically, we both 

started getting confused. We don’t really know who we are anymore, and which one 

of us is the real Arden. And you are so real, but so is Helena... his wife. And his child. 

And everything. So for the past few days I’ve been so confused and... I don’t know. 

Scared? I don’t know what I’m feeling, but I know that I am feeling really strange.” 

“Well, you know, it’s quite...” 

“Wait. This is not it yet. This isn’t the problem. This isn’t the... big issue. Basically, at 

some point last week, in the... in the dream, he was thinking about how horrible it 

would be if his child fell out of a window, and he was horrified and really got upset. I 

mean, I got upset, and he was just thinking about how horrible it would be if it were to 

happen to his son. So, I wrote a song. You remember the song I sang last night? ‘Son, 

close the window’? It was actually originally called ‘My son out the Window’, and it 

was all about these horrible feelings he felt when he imagined his son dying. And the 

song was just talking about how dreadful he would feel. Anyway, when he woke up, 

he felt that the lyrics were really beautiful and meaningful and he wrote them down, 



© Sebastian Rex, 2012   232 

and apparently, his son saw those lyrics at some point and... this is quite horrific. I’m 

not sure I can even talk about it.” 

“Hey, come here. Don’t cry. It’s alright.” 

“I know it’s... I’m just...” 

“You’re overwhelmed. It’s fine. I understand.” 

“No. You don’t understand.” 

“I do. The son was angry about the lyrics?” 

“Yes, but... not in the way you think.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Yesterday... no. Not yesterday, the day before. The day of the gig. When I was 

awake and he was asleep, his son and his friends picked me up... him up... and threw 

him out of the window. And he’s in a coma now and he’s... he was OK. And he was 

alright with it all, confused, but alright, but then he found out it was his son who tried 

to kill him and now he’s... I don’t know. He’s completely broken. I guess. It’s all so... 

I don’t even know, and it’s all my fault. It’s all me and my pretentious lyrics and now 

he’s dying in hospital, and more than that, his life is meaningless now, because... 

because his son tried to kill him. I mean, his son thinks he hates him because of my 

lyrics and it’s ridiculous because he loved his son so much, and he never... I mean, he 

really loved him. Really loved him. He was the most special thing. And his wife is 

pregnant, and I don’t even know if he’s make-believe or not. Or am I make-believe? 

And he’s lying in hospital and can’t move and I’m here with you, enjoying life, and I 

don’t understand any of it. And I wish I could do something. And I feel like I owe him 

something. His life. I don’t know what I owe him but I owe him something. And then 

today I saw a squirrel and it was dying, and I just didn’t know what to do. And what if 

I’m not real? What if this is not real and I’m just a man in a coma in a hospital with a 

son that tried to kill him? What if I’m... I don’t know... a butterfly? And I’m scared of 

going to sleep, because I don’t want to go back there again? And what if none of 

this...?” 

“Shhh... don’t worry. Come to me. Just calm down. Everything is alright. Everything 

will be alright.” 

Thank you for comforting me. I love you so much. I really love you. 

“Look. Let’s assume that everything you said is true, and you do live in this kind of 

parallel universe where you are married with a child and your wife is pregnant.” 
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“OK.” 

“And let’s assume that you really were the cause of his... I don’t know... his demise? 

His downfall? His coma?” 

“OK.” 

“Can you do anything about it?” 

“No. I don’t think so.” 

“So that’s it.” 

What is she talking about? She isn’t understanding me at all. Damn it. 

“Look. He feels everything you feel, right?” 

“Yes.” 

“So just live for him.” 

“That’s what I’ve been doing, but...” 

“As long as he’s stuck there, he can enjoy life through you. So just live and be 

happy.” 

Yeah... I guess that’s the only thing, really. 

“I know. You’re right.” 

She is so wonderful. I do really love her. Maybe I should do the right thing. Maybe I 

should ask her to marry me. I’m sure Arden would be happy with that. Should I? I 

don’t know. I think it’s the right thing to do. 

“Do you want to marry me?” 

“What?” 

“Marry me. Do you want to?” 

“Are you insane?” 

“No. I just... I feel so much love for you. It’s the right thing.” 

“I don’t know... you’re just in a sensitive mood now. I don’t want you to propose to 

me for the wrong reasons.” 

Was it the right thing to do? It feels right. Why is she looking so sceptical? 

“Let’s go back inside. We can sleep on it and think about it and we can decide in the 

morning.” 

She doesn’t want to? I don’t know. 

“I do love you, though.” 

Yes. I wasn’t too worried about that. I know she loves me. For fuc... for heaven’s sake, 

she’s put up with so much from me.  
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“And don’t worry. You’ll be fine. And he’ll be fine. And we’ll be fine. Everything will 

be fine. Come on. Let’s go back home.” 

Maybe I shouldn’t have done it. But why? It’s the right thing to do. Come on, don’t be 

paranoid about this. She needs to think about it. That’s fair enough. 

“Just in time. We’re about to watch a film. Do you want to join us?” 

“Arden? Do you want to watch a film?” 

“Why not? I don’t care.” 

“Arden, you can sit next to me.” 

Still talking like a twelve-year-old high-school girl. 

Well, at least I’m feeling better. I think. Yes, I’m feeling better. And Gina looks really 

happy, which is nice. So I think everything is OK now. I think... I mean, not really, 

eh? Well, no. Stop it. Gina was right. I need to focus on living for now. There’s 

nothing I can do but live. So I’ll live. And be happy. They’re happy. Everybody’s 

happy. Oh, it’s that stupid film... I’ve seen it before. Never mind. I’m sure it’s a nice 

way to pass the time.  

“Why are you so thoughtful, Arden?” 

“He’s always thoughtful. Probably writing another song in his head, eh?” 

“No. I’m just... I’m alright. Just deep in thought. Nothing to worry about.” 

They are a nice bunch of people, and I do feel good with them. Comfortable. Like a 

family. Better than the one I had, that’s for sure. They’re nice. So wholesome. Kinda. 

Enjoying each other’s company. That’s really sweet. I wish I had that with my family. 

I didn’t even have it with Arden’s family. They never watch TV at all, but they do 

solve jigsaws together. 

“Do you guys want to do a jigsaw?” 

“A jigsaw? Where did that come from?” 

“I don’t think we have any jigsaws.” 

“I have a phobia of jigsaws.” 

“How can you have a phobia of jigsaws? Who has such a stupid phobia?” 

“He doesn’t have a phobia of jigsaws. He’s just being silly.” 

“I do.” 

“You do not.” 

“Prove it.” 

“Go prove you don’t have a sister!” 
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“But I do have a sister!” 

“Never mind. Let’s just watch the film.” 

Well, they are entertaining to say the least. Sorry, Arden, no jigsaw for you. Hope you 

haven’t seen this film. I won’t tell you what happens at the end, though I assume you 

know what happens, because I’ve seen it.  

Ahhh, this is a really sad bit. I don’t want to cry in front of them. Not yet. I don’t feel 

ready to share that much with them. Maybe I’ll go out for a minute. Nah, just fight the 

tears. Fight them, Arden. You can do it. Don’t get too soppy... there we go, now he’s 

going to say that beautiful line... and there we are. See? You did it. You managed to 

get away with it.  

At least it’s finishing soon. They’re all enjoying it too. Such a sweet family. 

“I’m hungry. Mum, what are we having for dinner?” 

“Shush. Let me finish the film.” 

“It’s the end. That’s it. He’s dead and she moves on with her life. Over.” 

“Shush.” 

“Dad, do you know what we’re eating tonight? Dad? Dad? Hey, shall we all go out 

for pizza?” 

“Fine, but be quiet now!” 

“Alright.” 

I still can’t believe he’s the same age as me. I wonder if he’s got some sort of autism... 

“You alright?” 

“Yeah, I’m having a really nice day. Thank you.” 

“Do you want to go for pizza?” 

“Why not?” 

I’m not one hundred percent sure it’s a good idea... is it? I don’t know. I really am 

enjoying spending time with them. How weird is that? I never liked them much. I 

guess I should probably make the most of enjoying it and not worry so much about 

other things.  

“Come on. Finished. Let’s go. I’m hungry.” 

“Alright. Come on. Everybody get in the car.” 

A family pizza outing. I guess that could be a hoot. Heh. I’m glad I still manage to 

make myself laugh. It’s very important. Very important indeed. Shhh... stop talking so 
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much. You’re giving me a headache and you’re not alone here. Right, hold her hand. 

Make her feel loved. Make them all feel loved. Say something funny. 

“Hey, you guys wanna hear a joke about pizza?” 

“Um... yeah...” 

“Oh, never mind. It’s cheesy.” 

“No, go on. I like cheesy jokes...” 

“Mikey, it’s a joke!” 

“I know. I want to hear it.” 

“No, that’s the joke! What’s wrong with you?” 

“Huh? Aaaaahhhh!” 

“Ahhh, now he gets it.” 

Alright, so that backfired slightly. I could tell them the other pizza joke, but that’s too 

long. Maybe I should just leave it. At least the rest of them enjoyed it. 

“Alright. Let’s go.” 

“Come on, why is it taking you so long?” 

“It isn’t! Shut up!” 

“Kids, how old are you? You’re behaving like five-year-olds.” 

“Hi, table for five please.” 

“Follow me.” 

It’s a nice place. Everybody’s staring at me. Why? Oh, yeah... now I remember.  

“I think we’ll just have two large house specials please. Is that alright for you, 

Arden?” 

 “Sure. Whatever you guys want.” 

“It’s what we always order here. It’s just become a habit.” 

“I love habits.” 

“A drug habit?” 

“No. A nun’s habit. Always turned me on.” 

“So Gina, did you ever wear a habit for him?” 

“Don’t be disgusting!” 

“Excuse me. Sorry to bother you. Can I have an autograph, please?” 

“Sure. What’s your name?” 

“Lucy.” 

“There you go, Lucy. Enjoy your pizza.” 
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“Thank you. Can I also kiss you on the cheek?” 

“Ah... sure. Take a hug while you’re at it.” 

“Aaaaahhh!” 

“That was very kind of you.” 

“Kind? It’s just part of the job.” 

“Look at us. We’re like celebrities ourselves.” 

“Think we might get something for free?” 

“Most likely. I’m assuming the bottle of champagne the waitress is carrying is for us.” 

“Champagne? Oooh...” 

“Hi. This is with our compliments.” 

“Thank you very much. That’s very kind of you.” 

“Pleasure. You’re always welcome here.” 

“I want to open the bottle” 

“Wow. You should come with us every day.” 

OK... let’s not get over-excited. 

“I’d like that.” 

I guess this is all quite thrilling for them. And Gina seems to be happy too. I should 

have done this ages ago. 

“And there you go. Two house specials. Enjoy.” 

“It smells lovely.” 

“It looks lovely too. I’m hungry now.” 

“OK, everybody. Here’s to Arden.” 

Oh, brother. 

“To Arden!” 

Hmmm... not bad champagne. And the pizza is lovely too. 

“Hi. Sorry to bother you. I’m the manager of this place. I wanted to just tell you what 

an honour it is for us to have you here. I see you’ve received our complimentary 

champagne, and please also accept this meal on the house.” 

“Thank you very much. That’s very generous of you.” 

“Not a problem. I was wondering if you might consider having your picture taken 

with me so that we can put it on the wall?” 

“Of course. Do you mind if I just finish eating first?” 

I hope this didn’t come across angry. 
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“Not at all. I’ll be by the bar. Enjoy your meal.” 

“All free?” 

“Yeah, but it can get a bit tiring, right?” 

“Oh yes. Very tiring. It’s very hard to have a quiet meal, as you can see. And nothing 

is ever for free.” 

“But you don’t mind having your picture taken?” 

“No. It’s alright. Oh, and we should leave a very big tip at the end. Almost as much as 

the meal would have cost. That’s the custom.” 

“Really? I had no idea.” 

“It’s fine. It’s my treat.” 

“Don’t be ridiculous. You’re our guest. It’s lovely having you with us.” 

That’s the first time they’ve ever said that to me. Something must be working right for 

a change.  

“Oooh... that champagne went straight to my head.” 

“Well, when we get home we can go to sleep.” 

“Are you tired?” 

“A little bit.” Still not sure if I want to go to sleep... but I guess I have to at some point. 

Still, we did have fun today, didn’t we? I hope you can appreciate that and enjoy it for 

what it is. Perhaps just treat your life as a dream for the time being. At least until you 

get better. Just like me. Imagine it’s all a dream. And now you are sitting here and 

eating pizza, which is one of your favourite dishes and enjoying life with some 

champagne and a lovely family with the gorgeous Gina by your? side. Are you 

enjoying this? I know for you she isn’t Helena, but at least... 

“Arden?” 

“What?” 

“Is this enough tip?” 

“Oh, yes.” 

“Don’t forget to go get your photo taken.” 

“Oh, shit. I forgot. Yes. I’m going.” 

God. I don’t feel like I look alright today. Never mind, who cares about these 

photographs anyway?  

“Hi.” 
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“Oh, hey. Come on over here, and I’ll get Susie to take our picture... Susie! Come 

over here, darling. Here. Just take this and press this button, alright?” 

“Sure, Dave.” 

“Right, so you just stand here, and I’ll go here.” 

“Alright? You ready? Say cheese!” 

“Cheese!” 

That’s exactly what I’m thinking right now. I knew my cheese joke would come in 

handy. 

“Hey, you want to hear a pizza joke?” 

“Is it a cheesy one?” 

Asshole! 

“Ah, you got me!” 

“You can’t kid an old kidder, you know!” 

“Well, thank you very much for your very kind hospitality and the wonderful dinner. 

It was really lovely.” 

“Any time. Come back whenever you want, and we might even name a dish after you 

at some point.” 

“Well, hopefully you’ll see a lot more of me.” 

“He he! You liked it that much, eh?” 

“Yep. I’ll be coming back for the pizza. Right. Thanks again. And see you soon.” 

Idiot! 

“OK, I’m ready. You finished and ready to go?” 

“Hold on. One last sip of my champagne.” 

“It was good champagne, wasn’t it?” 

“No idea. Never drunk it in my life.” 

“Now, that’s a lie. We had some champagne at our wedding.” 

“I didn’t drink any, though.” 

“Really? You seemed pretty drunk to me.” 

“Not from champagne I wasn’t. Or maybe I was. No. I’m sure I wasn’t.” 

“Right. Let’s go. Thanks for that.” 

“It was a pleasure. Come any time.” 

Hold on. Is he saying that because of the free stuff or because of my company? 

“Hey. They really enjoyed you today. Thank you for that.” 
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“How did you know that’s what I was thinking?” 

“I know how your paranoid mind works.” 

She is wonderful. I do hope she’ll agree to marry me. But we’ll leave it for tonight. I 

shouldn’t pressure her. I feel so... I don’t know how to describe it. I just feel... I don’t 

know... serene? Could it be serenity? I don’t know. I feel good. I feel content about 

my life. Everything feels right. So why am I so upset? What’s bothering me? I feel 

like something is bothering me. What is it? Oh, it’s Arden. Of course. I... I don’t 

know. I guess I just have to go to sleep and find out what’s happening. I don’t think 

there’s much else I can do.  

“Who’s got the keys?” 

“I do.” 

“And who left the light on?” 

Then again, I may just be drunk. Aaaahhh! Feelings and emotions... what a waste of 

my brainpower. Instead of thinking about the meaning of the universe or writing the 

most incredible piece of music ever, I am busy mulling over emotions.  

“Are you alright?” 

“Yeah, why?” 

“You’re quiet again.” 

“Sorry. Just deep in thought.” 

“About your dreams?” 

“Among other things... but not only. Just about me. And you. And how happy I feel 

right now with you.” 

“I love you.” 

“Me too.” 

“Shall we go to sleep?” 

“I guess I’ll have to do it at some point.” 

“Wow. This champagne really went straight to my head.” 

“Don’t worry about it.” 

“Let’s go straight to bed.” 

“I might just have a quick shower first.” 

“Oh, alright. I’ll wait for you in bed, sexy man.” 

“Um... OK.” 

She is a bit drunk, isn’t she? Oh well. 
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“I’ll be out very quickly.” 

“I’ll... be waiting!” 

Right. Can I use this towel? I’m sure it’ll be fine. Aaahhh... it’s cold. Right. OK. 

Hmmm... I love this shower. Such a good stream. Come on. Quickly. Wash yourself. 

Soap yourself. And get the hell out of here. You have a beautiful woman waiting in 

bed for you. Does she want sex? I hope not. I don’t think I’m really in the mood for 

sex tonight. Never mind. I’m sure she’ll understand. She’s not that drunk, surely. Oh, 

God. Don’t worry. Don’t stress. It will be alright. Everything will be fine. You’ll go to 

sleep and everything will be fine. I’m sure of it. I just want to get into bed now. So, 

hurry up. Dry yourself, and get in there, big boy! Why am I calling myself big boy? I 

have to stop talking nonsense to myself. La la la! Shhh... 

Oh, she’s asleep. She looks so beautiful. So lovely. Right. Off to the magical world of 

sleep. The wonderful world of hospital confinement. It’s going to be bad, isn’t it? It’s 

going to be really bad. I can’t imagine what a horrible day I’m going to have now. I 

really don’t want it to happen, but I guess the quicker I get there, the quicker I can get 

out of it... OK, here we go... 
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Saturday, March 10th 

 

Aaahhh! I still can’t see. Can’t open my eyes. Can I move anything? Nothing. I can’t 

move. I don’t want to be here. My life is over. I feel horrible. I don’t want to be here. 

I want to sleep. I want to go back to sleep. Please. I want to be back with Gina. I hear 

noises. I can hear footsteps. It’s Helena, isn’t it? I can feel her. Helena is here.  

“What are you giving him now?” 

“Just some breakfast.” 

So, this is how I eat my breakfasts now? Through a tube?  

I can’t move. I can’t talk. I feel so helpless. I lost my son. At least I have Helena. 

“Arden, it’s your mother. Can you hear me?” 

“He can’t answer back, Mum.” 

“Well, I can still try, can’t I?” 

Mum... Helena... Thomas... at least I have some people. Joshua... oh God. Joshua. 

What happened? What did I do? What is going to happen?  

“Arden, come back to us. Please. We miss you so much.” 

You don’t. You’re all better off without me. Sort out Joshua. Please. He needs help. 

He needs your love. Go and take care of him before it’s too late. 

“I’ll be right back, I’ll just get this call.” 

“That’s alright, Helena. We can stay with him for a bit.” 

“Oh, what happened to you?” 

Mum, I really don’t think you want to know the answer to that question. I don’t think 

any of you wants to know the answer. 

“You’ve always been such a good boy.” 

“Yeah, as opposed to me, eh, Mum?” 

“Oh, Thomas. Please. Today is not about you. Can you please give your brother the 

attention he deserves?” 

“Of course it’s not about me. It’s never about me. Always about him. Always about 

Arden.” 

“I am not engaging in this conversation today.” 

“Helena, what’s wrong?” 

“I have to go... um... it’s Josh. Joshua... um... he’s with the police. I don’t quite 

understand. He was arrested or something. Or he was interviewed... I need to go 

there.” 
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“What? What happened?” 

“They think he might have something to do with Arden falling.” 

They caught him? He confessed? What’s going on? Why? Oh no. Please don’t take 

my son away to prison. It was me. I jumped. It was me. 

“Helena, you really shouldn’t drive. Not in the state you’re in. I’ll take you.” 

“Do you want me to come with you?” 

“No. Stay with Arden. Someone needs to stay with him.” 

“Are you OK?” 

“Of course I’m not OK. I have a husband in a coma and a son in prison. I’m... I’m far 

from...” 

“Helena? Are you alright?” 

“Quick, call the nurse.” 

“Nurse! Come here! She’s fainted! She’s fainted!” 

They need to know she’s pregnant! Helena! Are you OK? Please. Somebody. What’s 

going on?  

“She’s bleeding. Can somebody please help me?” 

“Bay twelve is empty.” 

“Come on.” 

Helena!  

“Mum, stay here. I’ll go with them.” 

“Um... alright...” 

What’s going on? Is she alright? She’s not, is she?! It’s all falling apart. Mum. Hold 

me. Hold my hand. It’s all going away. It’s fading. What have I done? 

“Oh, Arden. What’s happening?” 

I don’t know.  

“How did you get into this state?” 

Mum, I’m feeling helpless. I don’t know what to do. I can’t walk. I can’t talk. I can’t 

move. I can’t do anything. I just want to get up and do something. But I don’t even 

know what I could do even if I were able to. I’ve ruined everything. It’s all over. I’ve 

ruined my life. I’ve ruined Helena’s life. I’ve ruined Josh’s life. It’s all ruined. I can’t 

take this any more. 

“I love you so much.” 

You don’t love me. And you shouldn’t love me. It’s all me. I hate myself. I just want 

it all to end. I don’t want to be here anymore. I want... I want to be with Gina and I 
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want to be able to move and I want to live. I want to have fans and I want to have 

money and I don’t want to have a child that... I can’t even say it. I don’t want to wake 

up to this again. I’m so... I feel trapped. I am trapped. 

I can’t think about this anymore. I don’t want to think about it. 

“Do you remember when you were a child? You used to write me love songs.” 

No, I didn’t... did I? 

“You wrote me a love song every day for about two weeks, until you got bored and 

started doing something else. They were always so lovely. Very simple, obviously. You 

were very young. You used to always rhyme ‘love’ with ‘above’ all the time. Every 

one of your poems was like that.” 

I can’t remember any of that. I must have been really young.  

“Oh, you were such a sweet boy. Always so happy and well-behaved. You know, I 

never told you this, but when you got Helena pregnant, we were so upset. We thought 

you’re going to ruin your life, but you grew up and became such a good man. With a 

lovely wife and a lovely child. I think... I don’t know anymore. What happened? 

What’s going on? Did anything happen behind closed doors? Why didn’t you ever tell 

me? What made you do this? What made any of this happen?” 

I don’t know, Mum. I really don’t know. I wish I understood, but I really don’t know 

what’s going on. It’s as if... it’s as if my life is a dream. I feel like I’ve just woken up 

into this nightmare.  

“I don’t quite understand. Where did we fail? Was it us?” 

Of course not. Please don’t say that. It’s not anyone. It’s... it’s a dream. That’s it. It’s 

a dream.  

“I need to go to the toilet, but I’ll be back in a few minutes.” 

Oh, Mum. Please don’t go. I don’t want to be here alone with my thoughts. I don’t 

want to think about all this... all this crap. I just want it all to go away. All the pain, all 

the misery. Everything. I can’t take it anymore. I wrote poems when I was a child? I 

really can’t remember, but let’s think more about my life. That will probably help me 

forget this dreadful situation. How did I get here? Was it all real? All these memories 

– did they actually happen? The red bike I fell off? The time I got lost in the woods? 

Ms Olive who I was in love with? Helena... meeting Helena for the first time? Our 

trip to the beach? All these things... Josh being born? Oh, when Helena told me about 

Josh? My exams? Our first house? The one in the basement? The stupid neighbours 

who cooked disgusting food that stank the house out? Helena and me breaking up for 
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a month? Did any of this happen? Am I just a man in a coma making a life up? Am I 

just a dream? I don’t want this to continue. Not if this is my situation from now on. I 

can’t stay like this. Being a burden on everyone. My poor mum just sitting here and 

having to hold my hand. My brother. They’re trying for a baby. And Helena. Does she 

even still have a baby coming? Josh in prison. What is the use of me laying here in a 

hospital bed unable to move or communicate? I can’t do anything. I can’t help anyone. 

What the hell am I doing here? I should just release them all and let them go. What 

did I do wrong in my life? I hit Matthew in year three and in year 5. I stole and 

blamed Thomas. I never apologised for that. They hit him and I never said I’m sorry. 

I’m sorry Thomas. And Lucy. I’m sorry for the way things ended. I shouldn’t have 

slept with her behind your back. And... who else? What else did I do wrong? Who 

deserves an apology from me? David, I shouldn’t have shouted at you and wished you 

dead. Please all forgive me. I really am so sorry. And Josh, for being such a dreadful 

father to you. I am so sorry, and I hope you will still be able to continue your life. 

Normally. Somehow. Helena, for ruining your life too. Please, please, forgive me. I’m 

feeling tired now. I feel better though. Comfortable. I feel comfortable here now. 

Very tired, though. My mind is... it’s falling, I feel like I’m falling... this feels nice. 

Just falling... 

 

 

I feel... I feel... I don’t know what I’m feeling. This is strange. Am I guilty? Is this 

guilt? Was this all my fault? I felt content. He felt content. I want to go back home. 

“Gina...” 

Still asleep. 

“Gina.” 

“Hmmm?” 

“I want to go to the cabin, do you mind?” 

“No, of course not. Do you want to go now?” 

“In a bit. Let’s wake up properly, have breakfast and go.” 

“Alright.” 

“Do you want to sleep a bit more?” 

“What time is it...? No, I think I’m fine. Let’s go.” 
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Should I ask her about the proposal? Maybe not. I’m in no rush. I’ll give her time to 

think about it and bring it up if she wants. I can wait.  

“Alright. Get dressed. I thought you wanted to go.” 

“Yes. I’ll see you downstairs.” 

 “OK.” 

I must focus on what Gina said to me... I must live for him now. I must live my life to 

the maximum. Be happy. No more crap, just be happy – for him. That’s nice. That 

does make me feel quite... joyous. I feel like... I feel like I finally have control over 

my life. It’s like my life is in my hands. That’s so weird. I’m feeling good. 

“Breakfast’s on the table.” 

“Thanks. Are your parents still asleep?” 

“Yes, I think so.” 

“Do you want to wait for them to wake up before we go?” 

“No, it’s fine. I’ll leave them a note.” 

My mum. I should probably call my mum... I’ll do it when I get back to the cabin. 

“How did you sleep tonight?” 

“Not much change... it was quite... difficult tonight, but I woke up in a much better 

mood.” 

“That’s nice. I’m glad to hear it. And... what’s happening with the... other you?” 

“Still the same. Oh, do you really want to hear this miserable story? I’d rather just live 

and be happy for his sake. Just like you said.” 

Her smile is more beautiful than Helena’s. She’s gorgeous. 

“What was that for?” 

“I don’t think you’ve ever listened to any piece of advice I gave you before.”  

“Really?” 

“OK. Let’s go. I’m ready.” 

Right. Do I have everything with me? I guess I didn’t bring that much stuff anyway... 

“Do you want me to drive?” 

“No, I think I’m fine driving.” 

“Alright. So let’s go.” 

Right... um... what’s this? Ahhh... OK... let’s... alright, and we’re off. Music... 

“Music?” 

“Sure.” 

Now, this sounds nice... oh, I know this. 
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“I know this piece...” 

“No, you don’t!” 

“I do. I swear I do. It was written by Vivaldi.” 

“Yeah, right.” 

“No, I swear. I know it.” 

No, it wasn’t by Vivaldi. It was by the other one... 

“No. Not Vivaldi. Muzio Clementi.” 

“Bullshit! You’re making it up.” 

“I’m not!” 

“Well, we’ll have to wait till the piece finishes to find out.” 

I’m sure it is... it’s beautiful. 

“Whatever it is, it’s quite pretty.” 

“Right? That’s exactly what I was thinking.” 

I’ll just continue to enjoy this piece. The music makes me think of trees and the cabin 

and the squirrel I saw. I don’t know why, but it just really conjures those images in 

my brain. So beautiful. I hope it finishes before we get to the cabin, though. We’re 

almost there and I want to hear the end. What should we do when we get there? I need 

to call my mum and maybe I should cook. Yeah, tonight I’ll cook for her. For Gina, 

not my mum. OK, enough fooling around – listen to the music.  

“We’re almost there, I hope the piece finishes so we can find out who composed it.” 

“I’m telling you, it’s Muzio Clementi.” 

“I’ve never ever heard of him!” 

“Well... um... me neither.” 

“So how can you possibly know that? Did you look in the playlist guide or whatever 

they’re called?” 

“When? How? You were with me all day.” 

“Well... if you are right, I just don’t understand how that’s possible.” 

“Actually, me neither. We’re here.” 

“I’m staying in the car until it finishes.” 

“OK. Me too.” 

I can’t say I blame her for doubting me, I would doubt myself too if I could. I wonder 

what... 

“The National Orchestra playing Muzio Clementi there...” 

“You are kidding me! You must have found it written down somewhere.” 
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“I’m quite flabbergasted myself, if I’m perfectly honest.” 

“And you’re using big words now.” 

“Hey, I’m a writer. Of course I use big words.” 

Ahhh, home sweet home. So nice to be here. 

“I’m just going to freshen up and then maybe we can go for a walk or something.” 

“I’d like that.” 

“What, a walk or a fresh me?” 

“I’m trying to tell you that you stink!” 

“Can you blame me after being in the car with you for so long?” 

“I’ll call my mum in the meantime.” 

“I won’t be long. Maybe call her later.” 

“Alright.” 

 It’s nice being happy. I didn’t remember what it even felt like. Is that what it was like 

with her last time as well? I don’t know. I can’t remember.  

“Come on.” 

But I definitely haven’t been this... happy since... I don’t know. In a very long time. 

It’s a really beautiful day today. So calm. Just like I imagined it from that music. 

Lovely. It’s so peaceful and quiet. Who was it that told me that the sign of real love is 

being able to walk in silence and enjoy it? Was it...? I can’t remember. I think it was 

Gina. It must have been. Well, there we go. We’re walking in silence and I don’t feel 

the need to say anything to her. Just enjoy her company and walk. The sun is setting. I 

love that colour. It’s really intense, and it casts shadows on the trees so beautifully. 

And the smell. It smells lovely. I’m getting a bit hungry now. 

“Are you hungry?” 

“A little bit. Something about the fresh air gets my appetite going.” 

“Shall I cook us something?” 

“I’d like to take a bath too...” 

“That’s fine. You want to take it before we eat or after?” 

“Maybe after. Do you want to join me?” 

“Sure. Why not? What do you want to eat, though?” 

“I don’t know... whatever you feel like cooking.” 

“I think I might make some noodles with cheese.” 

“That sounds disgusting.” 

“It is!” 
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“Alright, well I look forward to tasting it, then.” 

“Plus, it won’t take me long to make so we can get in that bath much sooner.” 

“That sounds like a great plan to me.” 

“Let me just call my mum first.” 

“Alright.” 

Now, where did I put the phone? OK... here goes. 

“Hello?” 

“Mum?” 

“Yes. Oh, Arden?” 

“Hi, Mum. How are you?” 

“Oh, Arden, it’s so nice to hear your voice. 

“Thank you. You too.” 

“Oh, I was just thinking about you today. Or was it yesterday? Let me think. Today I 

went to the shop and then I walked through the park. No, it wasn’t today. It was 

yesterday. When I went to the shop and they played your song. Oh, no. That was today. 

Sorry. Yes, I was thinking about you today. Of course. How are you?” 

“Yeah, I’m good. Just missed you, so I thought I’d call to see how you were doing.” 

“Oh, isn’t that nice? How lovely that you still remember your old mother.” 

“You’re not old, Mum.” 

“Of course I am. So how are you? Do you have many friends?” 

“Yes, Mum. I have enough friends.” 

“Good. And when are you getting married?” 

“Well... not yet. But hopefully soon.” 

“Oh, yes. That’s nice. Still with Gina?” 

“Yes, Mum. Still with Gina.” 

“Good. She’s a nice girl. You should marry her.” 

“I will. I promise.” 

“That’s nice. Well, thank you for calling. I don’t want to waste your money. We’ll talk 

soon. And when are you coming to visit?” 

“You’re not wasting any money. It’s free to call, and besides I have enough money.” 

“Yes, but you should save it for a rainy day.” 

“Mum, are you OK? Do you need anything?” 

“No, no. I’m fine. Absolutely fine. Thank you for asking. I’m very happy.” 

“Really? You sure you don’t want me to send you any money?” 
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“No. No. Don’t be silly. And when are you coming to visit?” 

“Soon. I promise.”  

“Good. So nice of you to call. Bye bye.” 

“It’s OK, we can talk for a...” 

Gone. Right. I guess I’d better start on dinner. What is Gina doing, anyway? 

“Gina?” 

Where is she? 

“Yes?” 

“What are you doing?” 

“Nothing. Just reading...” 

“Oh, OK. I’m going to start on dinner.” 

“OK, I’m really looking forward to your gourmet speciality. I’ll run the bath in the 

meantime.” 

“Won’t it get too cold by the time we get in?” 

“No. I’ll make it super hot!” 

“I’m sure you can make it hot just by looking at it.” 

“Cheesy! Go!” 

“I’m making cheesy food, so I had to.” 

So... what do I need to do then? Just boil the noodles and add some cream cheese... oh, 

and cinnamon. Do I even have cinnamon? Let’s see. Yes, plenty of it. I hope it’s still 

alright. Does it actually ever expire? It smells fine. Then again, what does gone-off 

cinnamon smell like? And what should we drink tonight? 

“Gina, do you want some wine with the meal?” 

“Sure, I don’t mind. You’re really getting into wine, eh?” 

“It’s nice. Why not.” 

OK... so this is almost ready... 

“How’s the bath doing?” 

“It’s ready. But it’s very hot. Should be good in about ten minutes. Plenty of time for 

us to finish eating. Cheers.” 

“Cheers. Hope the wine’s good.” 

“Of course. You didn’t buy it yourself. I can’t see any reason why it wouldn’t be 

great.” 

“Yeah, yeah... alright.” 

“This is actually surprisingly nice.” 
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“The wine or the food?” 

“The food. I didn’t expect it to be so nice.” 

“I told you. It’s my favourite.” 

“Since when?” 

“Since today.” 

“Right...” 

“It’s alright. You don’t need to do the dishes. Just leave them. I’ll do them.” 

“Well, maybe do them later. Let’s go take a bath now.” 

Sounds like a perfect plan to me. I do love seeing her naked body. It’s so beautiful. 

Ahhh! Hot! 

“Careful, it’s a bit hot.” 

“Yes, I can feel that.” 

“Just sit down, and you’ll get used to it.” 

“Right...” 

Ahhh... it’s nice. I want to look at her eyes. There’s something about looking into 

somebody’s eyes. I mean, properly looking into them. Intently. I don’t know. It’s 

strange. It feels quite weird. But they’re so beautiful. I don’t think I’ve ever looked at 

them like that. 

“What are you staring at?” 

“Your eyes. They’re lovely.” 

Now she’s going all red. 

“Are you red from the compliment or from the hot water?” 

“I think I’m red from the wine.” 

“Red wine – red cheeks.” 

“That’s right.” 

“You’re tired...” 

“A little bit.” 

“We can finish and go to sleep.” 

“Are you sure you’re up for that?” 

“It has to happen at some point, no? Besides, you’ll be next to me in bed. What more 

could I possibly want to make me feel good?” 

“Such a charmer.” 

But it’s true. I feel much safer going to sleep knowing she’s there. Much better.  

“Red wine always makes me so tired.” 
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“Me too.” 

“Arden, how come we’re naked in bath and you’re not trying to sex me up?” 

“What do you mean how come?” 

“You used to always just ravish me with your manhood.” 

“Oh, please. Are you horny?” 

“Not at all.” 

“So why are you asking?” 

“Just wondering...” 

“I’m not really that horny either.” 

“Alright. As long as you don’t find me any less attractive.” 

“Are you kidding me? You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever known. I was just 

thinking to myself how beautiful you are and how much I enjoy looking at you. Your 

body. Your eyes. Your everything.” 

“You’re idealising me.” 

“Am I? I’ll stop.” 

“No. It’s nice to be idealised for a change.” 

“What do you mean ‘for a change’?” 

“Well, usually it’s you who expects to be constantly idealised.” 

“Really? I never thought...” 

“It’s not surprising, what with your line of work. Professional hazard and all that.” 

“Are you serious? Do I really give that impression?” 

“It’s not really an impression, but yes.” 

“I’m sorry.” 

“It’s OK. As I said, I enjoy being enjoyed now.” 

“Well, I enjoy you very much.” 

“That’s so nice to hear. It’s not all about you. Shall we get out?” 

“Sure.” 

Really? It used to be about me all the time? I had no idea.  

“Do you want more wine?” 

“No. Just ready to sleep now.” 

“OK. Let’s go.” 

Ahhh, my body’s nice and hot. I want to kiss her. Oh, I love holding her hand. I’ll dry 

her. That’s nice.  

“Do you mind if I sleep naked?” 
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“Why on earth would I mind that?” 

“Just checking.” 

“Do you mind if I do the same?” 

“Not at all.” 

But no sex tonight. I just want to cuddle with her and to go to sleep and see what’s 

going to happen. It’s not going to be easy tonight. I know it. There we go. 

Comfortable. 

“Are you OK like this?” 

“Perfect.” 

“Goodnight.” 

“Goodnight.” 

And off to the magical land of sleep. The world of dreams and of other lives. The 

exciting world of not knowing what’s to come and having no control over it. The 

world where everything is possible and acceptable and there are no consequences. No 

cause and effect. I can just do what I want and never have to suffer for it, right? I can 

feel it coming. The sleep. My brain is already fazed out. My mind is slipping... I’m 

concentrating less on what I have to say to myself and more on nothing. Nothingness. 

I’m just talking and talking and talking to myself, but nothing is making sense 

anymore. They’re just words. Just my brain shutting down. And off I go... am I 

scared? No. I’m not scared. I’m just looking forward to tomorrow morning. Right, 

here goes... 
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Epilogue - Sunday, March 11th 

 

Morning. It’s come. I can’t open my eyes. I can’t feel anything. It’s dark. I don’t want 

to move. I don’t want to think. The bed feels different. Where am I? What’s this? 

Who is that? I can see. I can open my eyes. It’s Gina. Where am I? I’m in the cabin. 

I’m... I didn’t dream. I just woke up. I went to sleep and woke up. Gina, is that really 

you? I’m not in the hospital. I don’t quite understand. Why am I here? How come I 

didn’t wake up in... 

“Hey...” 

“Hey!” 

“Are you alright?” 

“I’m... I’m more than alright. I’m great.” 

“Did you sleep well?” 

“I did. Really well.” 

“Good dreams?” 

“No. No dreams. It’s gone. I didn’t dream. At all.” 

“Is that a good thing?” 

“I think so.” 

“In which case, congratulations.” 

“Thank you.” 

What happened? What happened to Arden? Is he gone? Is he... where is he? I don’t 

quite understand what happened or how it happened, but it’s all gone. I’m back to me 

again. I should... we should... we should do something. 

“What do you want to do today?” 

“I don’t care.” 

“Let’s go somewhere.” 

“Where?” 

“Do you want to go and visit my mum?” 

“Wow. You really miss her, eh?” 

“I’d just like to see her. We can go there and stay the night or something. She really 

likes you.” 

“I know.” 

I feel refreshed. I slept so well.  
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“Shall I go and make us some breakfast?” 

“That would be lovely.” 

“What would you like to eat?” 

“I don’t care. Surprise me.” 

 

THE END 

 


